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Prologue 


Rei J. Nishi here. You may know me, you may not. 
But that doesn’t matter. What matters is the story 
I’m about to share with you. 

If you Know me, you may be aware that | am 
sharing the history of the Digital Protectors with the 
world. | can only share the stories that we’ve 
uncovered over time due to the fact that the 
Agency has not kept records of history up until 
recently. The same is true for the country Oscela. 
But a few other agents and | recently discovered 
this story hidden in the DPA archives, only a few 
decades old. This information was gathered by 
Veronica Moriyama during her time spent in Oscela. 
Though the recalling was not perfect when we 
found it, we have revised the writing mistakes and 
at times taken guesses at what Veronica meant 
when she wrote it. We also found a few written out 
audible accounts that help explain what happened 
during that time, which we have included in this 
revised telling of the history. 

Oscela has become a strong ally to the agency, 
which is why the country’s history is relative to us 
at all. To be honest, without Oscela the DPA might 
never have formed in the first place, though we did 
not know that until we found these accounts. No 
matter, we are presenting the world with this 
knowledge more for Oscela’s sake than for the DPA. 


Sadly, we could not fill in all of the blanks, but we 
have discovered that there are more accounts 
written by Veronica Moriyama as she visited Oscela 
many times throughout her life. We will be sharing 
those accounts in time once we have uncovered 
everything we can from them. This story is the first 
of those accounts, which Veronica learned directly 
from the Oscelan monarch: the Princess Mythos. 
Veronica originally wrote her account of the events 
in a first-person narrative from the Mythos 
Princess’s point of view. The reason for this is 
because the Princess Mythos was the one who told 
her what happened, and Veronica recorded her 
words before actually writing them down. We have 
kept most of that recount unchanged save for the 
occasional unrecognized script, in which case we 
took a guess and had to ask Veronica Moriyama 
what she had written. Which, to say the least, was 
more of a guess on her part as well due to how 
much time has passed since those events. Not 
much of the story has been tampered with aside 
from that. 

This story will hopefully be seen as a reliable source 
of information due to its accuracy in recalling what 
happened. Whether that proves to be the case or 
not remains to be seen. 

Whether you believe this story to be real or you 
believe it to be fake is up to you, dear reader. But 
the mere act of simply reading this historic event 
means a great deal to us and to those whose 
stories we are telling in this book. Thank you for 
taking the time to read. Maybe one day all the 
pieces of this puzzle will show the full picture, but 
for now this single piece will have to do. 


Introduction: Last 
Week 


Last week, | was just a normal girl. Last week, | 
couldn’t do the things | can now. Last week, | didn’t 
have any plans for the future. Last week, | was 
nobody. But that was last week, and everything has 
changed. 

My full name is Fiona Augusto. I’m no one special, 
or at least | was. My father owns a skating rink. All 
skating, from skateboards to rollerblades to ice 
skating. The floor of the rink has multiple levels 
that change with the push of a button. He’s always 
been a skater. My mom is a performer. She does 
acting, directing, singing, dancing, and more. 

| guess I’ve inherited a trait or two from them, 
considering that they’re my parents and all. But 
there’s more to it than that. Sure, I’m my parents’ 
daughter, but my parents don’t know all that much 
about our family bloodline. I’ll get into that later. 
For now, I'll start with, well, the beginning of all 
this, | guess. Last week. 

Last week was when my world turned upside-down. 
When it did for everyone, | guess. Last week, our 
ruler, Princess Mythos, passed away. She died of 
old age. | never knew her, but I've been told a lot of 
great things about her. She ruled justly. She wasn't 
afraid to get her hands dirty. She even fought her 
own battles, fighting against the few people who 
targeted her life, and she won every time. 


She lived to be sixty-one years old. Personally, | see 
that as middle-aged, but a lot of other people say 
it's old. | personally don't see anyone as old until 
they're ninety-eight, but that's just me. I'm only 
fifteen at this point and I'm inexperienced, but 
apparently my age doesn't matter. According to the 
country, at least. Oh well. 

So Princess Georgina Mythos passed away. She had 
never married and never had any kids. So another 
living relative would have to take the crown. But 
get this, Veronica, Georgina was an only child. Her 
parents had-each-never had any brothers or sisters 
either. Generation after generation after generation 
after generation of the royal family had all been 
only one child per generation. 

This brought problems. The country needed a ruler. 
We needed the next Princess Mythos. A new 
Princess Mythos. So the royal court started digging 
further into the royal family bloodline. And finally, 
after checking six hundred generations back, they 
found one branch of the family tree that had two 
children instead of only one. A brother and a sister. 
The older sister had become the Princess Mythos, 
while the younger brother had snuck off to live in 
the countryside. He ended up eventually marrying 
and had a child. Generation after generation, he 
too only had one heir. But there was an heir. Guess 
who his great great great great great great great 
great great great great great great great great 
great great great great great great great great 
granddaughter is. 

Me. 


Log 3, Agent Elizabeth Barton reporting. 

Jake and | have successfully located Princess 
what’s-her-name. 

Code name: Rainbow Skater. 

We have a plan to take her out and it should work 
without any problems so long as everything goes 
according to plan. 

| know | shouldn’t be giving away all of this 
information, but | just want to make sure that 
everything is clear. You know, for like future 
generations to understand what we’re doing. 
Why? Cuz everything is uncovered later in time. 
Off-topic, back to focusing. 

Jake and | are planning operation kablooey, right 
this minute. The plan is to blow up Rainbow 
Skater’s house while she’s in there. Blowing her 
up in the process, all before she can make it to 
her coronation. That should please the bosses. 
Any questions? No, you wouldn’t have any 
questions, would you? Yeah, no questions. 

I’m just talking to my log and not shutting up. 
Okay, turning this thing off now. 

TURN OFF! 

Jake, it’s not turning- 


Log 5, Agent Elizabeth Barton reporting. 

So uh, yeah. Operation kablooey blew up...in our 
faces. 

We put the wrong wire in the wrong place and 
uh...yeah. Kablooey in our faces. 

Need a new plan. 

The bosses won't be pleased. 

Hey Jake, how do you turn this thing off, again? 
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Oh okay. Nope, it’s not working. 
Thank you, Jake. 
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Chapter 1: Guess 
Who's a Long- 
Lost Princess? 


| woke up with a bang, sitting up in bed with a start. 
Something felt different. | didn’t understand what it 
was, but something was definitely different. | got 
up and walked into the bathroom like | would any 
other morning. | washed my face and looked up 
into the mirror. | still looked the same that | always 
had. 

My brunette hair was only just visible at the roots. 
My hair, | had dyed rainbow colors the night before. 
Not neon bright, but still bright. My hair reached my 
shoulder blades. My light skin looked good against 
my multicolored hair. | was happy with how it had 
come out last night. | tend to dye my hair a lot, 
never really pleased with a certain look for more 
than a few weeks. 

Maybe that was it. Maybe | was just aware of my 
hair again. It wouldn’t have been the first time. No, 
that wasn’t it. | looked down at my body. | still 
looked normal. | was wearing pajama shorts and a 
t-shirt, both grey. My bare legs and arms somehow 
seemed a little different, though. | looked perfectly 
fine, so what could it be? | couldn’t put my finger 
on it. 

| shrugged off the feeling and got ready for school. | 
changed into ripped jean shorts, a sleeveless black 
crop top sports bra with a stripy back, black 
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converse, and wrapped a blue and green button- 
down flannel shirt around my waist. | would have to 
wear the flannel during class, but other than that, | 
was free to wear whatever | wanted to school. 

| walked downstairs and into the kitchen. Dad was 
there, watching the news while making his morning 
coffee. Dad had semi-long dark hair, no longer than 
the back of his neck, and was starting to regrow his 
beard and mustache. His hair was the same as 
mine used to be before | dyed it: dark brown with a 
hint of red. He wore a dark grey t-shirt and jeans. | 
couldn’t see his shoes from where | was standing. 
He might not have been wearing shoes, but | 
couldn’t tell. 

Mom was sitting at the bar, watching the tv screen 
while eating her cereal. She had dark brown hair, 
often mistaken for black, which reached the same 
length as my own. Her skin was pale. Being an 
actress, she usually played vampire roles. She wore 
fashionable blue jeans, a white crop top, and white 
heels. Her black purse was sitting on the counter 
beside her. 

Both of my parents were watching the tv. It wasn’t 
until | opened the fridge that they looked away 
from it and told me “good morning.” 

They told me what they were watching on the 
news. Apparently Princess Mythos had passed away 
in her sleep the night before. | just nodded, not 
really caring at the time. The role of the Princess 
just wasn’t important to me yet. Can’t say the 
same now. All | really Knew about her was that she 
existed, ruled the country, and had something to 
do with mythological creatures. That was about it. 
Mostly. 


ili: 


Mom put her empty bowl in the sink and kissed my 
head on her way out, headed to work, while | 
spread cream cheese on my bagel. 

| mumbled “bye” to her as she walked out. 

Dad finished making his coffee and sipped it as he 
leaned against the counter. He’s never been much 
of an overprotective dad, but he has his moments. 
He watched me eat with a raised eyebrow towards 
my outfit. 

“No one cares, dad,” | told him, matter-of-factly. 
“At least tell me you'll wear the flannel during 
class,” he asked. | nodded and he dropped the 
subject. “You want to go again, tonight?” he asked 
me. 

| nodded. “Sounds fun,” | replied, making him 
smile. 

We were referring to skating, as usual. Dad and | 
usually only talk about skating. Mom and | usually 
prefer to talk about performance. None of us ever 
seem to talk about anything else. At least we did, 
until now. That night, | would be performing out on 
the rink again. I’d start out with my board and end 
with my blades. Or start with my skates and end 
with my blades. It’s always fun. Always has been 
and always will be. It’s a part of who | am. 

| finished my bagel and grabbed my skateboard. My 
skateboard was a dark teal color with a black 
twisted trees on it, sprouting little pink flower buds. 
| love my board. Mom and dad had gotten it for me 
three years ago, and it is still in ‘made yesterday’ 
condition. At least, that’s how | try to keep it. 
Though if you look closely enough, you could 
probably tell that it has seen some love. 
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“Later, Dad,” | called over my shoulder, headed for 
the door. 

“Be back by four-thirty,” he called after me. What 
he meant was; be back in time to change for my 
performance later. 

Once | was out the door, | threw down my 
skateboard, jumped on, and skated off towards the 
high school. It wasn’t far from my house, only a few 
blocks down the road. | only had to actually cross 
the street, once. In less than three minutes, | was in 
the school parking lot. | lived that close to my 
school. 

Other kids were already there, some already joining 
up with their cliques, others ignoring everyone else 
as they walked inside. | skated right over to the 
other skaters who were already there. My own little 
clique. 

“Hey, dudes. ‘Sup?” | asked as | reached them. 

Jeff gave me a high-five as | came to a stop in front 
of him. 

Jeff was a pale, blonde teen with spiky hair, wearing 
a white tank top, jeans, and converse. He had 
always been more brawn than brains, his grades 
could attest to that, but we love him anyway. 
Helping him with his grades always gives us more 
practice, which can be very helpful. But Jeff does 
have a big heart and we love him for it. 

As | picked up my board, both Kelly and AJ each 
gave me a fistbump. 

AJ was more broad-shouldered, had a good tan to 
top off his darker skin, dark buzz-cut hair, and wore 
the same outfit that Jeff wore, except with a white 
t-shirt. AJ is the gentle giant type of person, him 
towering over most people with a height of 6’4. He 
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is very sweet and very caring. He’s like our big 
brother, always watching out for the rest of us. 
Kelly had pink hair the same length as mine, light 
skin, tattoos of hearts and skulls on her right arm, 
and wore a similar outfit to mine but more tattered. 
Kelly tries to be a tough girl, but once you get to 
know her, she’s all heart. She acts like she doesn’t 
care, but she cares more about everything than 
anyone else in the room. She’s a sweetheart and 
she knows it, though she would never admit it. 
“Second chick here,” Kelly informed me. 

“Sweet,” | replied, “You guys coming over tonight? 
Got some beats blaring. We’re gonna set the roof 
on fire.” 

Basically, | was inviting them to come over to my 
house to hang out after school and the skating was 
going to be fun. We were not actually going to set 
the roof on fire, though the music would be loud. 
“Sounds great,” they replied. 

“Although, | can’t till nightfall,” AJ warned. 

“No prob. Got another gig this afternoon, anyway,” 
| informed. 

“Sweet,” they all replied and nodded. 

They knew what | was talking about: performing on 
the skating rink to help my dad attract more 
attention to the rink. 

That’s when Judy and Chase skated over. 

“Sup, guys. How’s it hangin’?” they asked. 

Judy had bright yellow hair in braids and pigtails, a 
silver nose ring, pale skin, and wore a black cami 
and ripped skinny jeans. She had a few silver 
chains here and there on her outfit. Judy was truly 
punk on punk. She had her soft side, which she 
only showed to us on occasion, but she was 
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hardcore heavy metal at the end of the day. She 
was brooding, she raised her voice too loud most of 
the time, she was always looking for a fight to join 
into-though one rarely occurred-and she always 
dressed like she was coming from a funeral for 
prisoners. But despite all that, she has always been 
sweet to us. 

Chase had red shaggy hair, olive tinted skin, and 
wore black ripped pants, a white and red flannel 
shirt, black converse, and a grey jacket. Chase is a 
very shy and quiet person. How he can stand 
hanging around Judy all the time is still a mystery. 
But despite his introverted tendencies, he is a very 
passionate person and enjoys hanging out with us. 
And he /oves skating. 

“Gig at Fiona’s tonight, sick beats after,” Jeff told 
the two of them. 

They both nodded. 

“Sounds awesome. We'll be there,” Judy replied. 
That’s when the bell rang for school to begin. | 
rolled my eyes, nodded to the others, and walked 
inside with my board under my arm. My crew 
followed me inside and we split up down the 
hallway, on the way to our separate classrooms. 
School was alright, but | couldn’t wait until summer 
arrived. Still, | had to wait several more months 
before then. 

That was a typical morning. Nothing out of the 
ordinary. If that day continued to be a regular day, | 
would have gone through my classes, trying to get 
my work done while not falling asleep from 
boredom. That or trying not to stress out over 
upcoming projects with due dates way too close for 
comfort. 
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| know I may not seem like a good student or 
someone who cares about her grades, but that’s 
almost the exact opposite of me. | care very much 
about my grades. | don’t know what | want to be 
when | grow up and only have so much time before 
| absolutely have to decide, but | really want to do 
well and succeed in life. 
One thing that I’ve been looking forward to, since 
elementary, is graduation. | want to walk up that 
stage, shake hands with the principle and receive 
my diploma while my parents constantly take 
pictures of me and | desperately plead for them to 
stop. Knowing what | do now, | pity myself for 
knowing that that dream will never come true. 
| wish that day had been a normal day. | would 
have been able to graduate after | finished my 
schooling. | would have been able to finish my 
schooling. | wouldn’t have the weight of the country 
on my shoulders. | would be a normal kid. But that 
day wasn’t a normal day. The boy was my first 
insight into that. 
| was on my way to Chemistry when something 
caught my eye. It wasn’t a something, but more 
like a someone. A blond teenage boy with the same 
haircut as Jeff, but golden blond instead of ash 
blond, had caught my eye. He looked well built, yet 
somewhat skinny and around the age of eighteen. 
He wore jeans, a black bomber leather jacket, black 
ONKE shoes, and a black t-shirt that read in white 
letters: 

I’m Not Insensitive 

I Just Don’t Care 

Normally, | wouldn’t have noticed him-there were 
tons of guys all over the school-but something 
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about him caught my eye. It was probably the fact 
that he was standing in the middle of the hallway, 
looking around for something or someone, and 
when his eyes landed on me...he never looked 
away. 

The second he laid his eyes on me he no longer 
looked like he was looking for something. He looked 
as if he had just found exactly what he was looking 
for. His expression never wavered, however, but his 
gaze grew into a pinning stare. 

| shook my head in an effort to shake the nervous 
thoughts out of my head and continued walking, 
trying my best to shake off his look. And yes, | 
know I’m saying ‘shake’ a lot, but | can’t think of a 
better word to describe what | was doing; plus, 
that’s exactly what | was doing. 

It didn’t work. What freaked me out the most was 
when he started following me. | tried to shrug it off, 
thinking that maybe he was just headed the same 
way. | walked into class, and he followed me inside. 
| sat down and he sat next to me, only now, he 
stared straight ahead and at the board. 

The bell rang and class started shortly. The 
teacher, | can never remember her name, never 
called roll as usual, so | wasn't sure who the boy 
next to me was-or even if he was supposed to be 
there in the first place. | couldn’t focus all through 
the class. | kept glancing towards the boy next to 
me. 

| was glad we were watching a video that day, so | 
wouldn’t fall behind on any of my work. The boy 
continued to stare at the board, still as a statue. 
The only thing that let me know he was even alive 
was the fact that | could see him breathing 
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regularly. But with no one else seeming to notice 
him, | was beginning to wonder if he was just a 
figment of my imagination. 

Once the bell rang to dismiss class, | sat still, 
hoping the boy would leave with the crowd. He 
didn't. In fact, he got up and leaned on my desk 
with both hands, next to me. 

He leaned over me to where he could whisper into 
my ear and told me, “we need to talk.” 

His voice was calm and smooth, making me shiver 
with his breath against my ear. 

He wasn’t my imagination. That was for sure. 

He leaned away to look at me. | didn't move. The 
only thing | did was move my eyes to look at him. 
He stared at me, waiting for me to react. 

“Who are you?” | finally asked after the bell rang 
again. 

| was late for my next class. 

| looked around without moving my head too much 
and found that the classroom was empty. Everyone 
had headed to their next classes, sure, but another 
class probably should have come in and my teacher 
should have still been there. She wasn’t there and 
no one else was either. That wasn’t normal. Unless, 
that is, she had that period off. | didn’t know. | had 
never stayed behind after Chemistry before. Still, 
no teacher leaves a student alone in their 
classroom. 

The door was closed and most likely locked. The 
lights were still on, however. | couldn't see anyone 
walking past the window-on the door-so | didn’t 
have any reassurance I'd get help if | screamed. | 
didn't know what to think, but | felt slightly 
insecure. 
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“My name is Zachariah Michael Taylor, but you can 
call me Zach,” the boy told me, “and I'm here to 
protect you.” 

| stared at him, confused. “Excuse me?” | asked. 
“lam your bodyguard,” he explained, “I'm here to 
protect you.” 

“Uh-huh,” | responded, not believing a word he was 
saying. He was obviously crazy. “And why, exactly, 
would | need your protection?” | asked him. 

“You are the new Princess Mythos,” he replied, 
looking serious. 

| just stared at him, my mouth hanging open. This 
was so not happening. 

“Excuse me?” | asked, “I think you have the wrong 
girl-” he cut me off before | could finish. 

“Fiona Monique Augusto. Born October 31, 2003. 
Six pounds, ten ounces. Homebirth with Calyx 
Reynolds as the midwife. Address: 8262 River 
drive, your entire life. Sixteen years old in ten days 
from now. Weighing 124.2 pounds. Height is 5’1. 
Skater and performer at Charlie's Skating Rink, 
which is owned by your father. Speaking of parents, 
you are the daughter of Charles Augusto and Yvette 
Tanner hyphen Augusto. Parents married on June 
18, 2000. 

“Your actual hair color is chocolate copper, same as 
your father, only you re-dyed your hair last night. 
Your eyes are amethyst colored. Your favorite color 
is smoke blue. You tend to sing in your sleep. Your 
favorite animal is the fruit bat. Your favorite food is 
sushi rolls. No particular kind. You went to 
Richardson Elementary, then Linton middle school, 
now Klent high. You've been friends with Jeffrey 
Carson and Andrew Jason since Richardson. Kelly 
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Andrews since Linton, and both Judy Ramirez and 
Chase Gordon since last year, your freshman year 
here at Klent. 

“You enjoy pop music, although you're more 
attached to the actual songs than the artists 
themselves or genres. However, you usually prefer 
Casting Crowns over any other music artist. You're 
afraid of snakes, clowns, and falling. You still sleep 
with a panda doll that you've had since you were 
six and you named him Scruffles,” Zach told me, 
his expression never wavering. 

| just stared at him for a while before turning away 
and staring at the board. 

Great, | thought to myself, another one. 

“I'm pretty sure that | do have the right girl,” Zach 
told me with a small smirk, standing up straight 
and crossing his arms. 
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Log 7, Agent Elizabeth Barton reporting again. 
The last plan didn’t work out so well. 

We have a brand-new plan to kill Rainbow Skater. 
This one is sure to work. 

The bosses are counting on us. We can’t let them 
down. 

The code name for this one: poison drink. 

The plan is to put hydrofluoric acid into her drink, 
and it will kill her once she drinks it! 

Perfect plan! 

How could it fail? There’s no way. 

Well, there is a small probability that she won’t 
take the drink or that the container will dissolve 
before she can drink the drink, but that’s not 
likely to happen. 

This plan is foolproof. 

Okay, why won't this darn thing turn off? 

| can never get this-Jake! 

A little-thank you. 


23 


Chapter 2: Zach 
Won't Leave Me 
Alone 


“How do you know so much about me?” | asked, 
suspecting Zachariah of being a stalker. A creative 
one. 

“I'm your bodyguard. | have to know everything 
about you. It's impossible for me not to know,” he 
replied simply. 

| bit my lip and asked, “what makes you think that 
I'm this Princess? I'm not a Princess.” 

“You know Princess Mythos passed away last night. 
It’s a requirement in every school in the country to 
know a little about the bloodline. Therefore, you 
know that Princess Georgina did not have an heir to 
take the throne. Back at the palace we dug up the 
royal family bloodline. Because the last Princess 
never had any children or close living relatives, we 
had to dig far back into the bloodline. Over thirty 
generations back, in fact. We finally found a break 
in the family bloodline; the only known generation 
to have a second heir. The second heir spent his 
life away from the palace due to sneaking out and 
ended up creating his own family. He is your great 
ancestor. His blood is now yours, making you the 
next in line for the throne,” Zach explained. 
“Excuse me?” | asked, not sure how else to reply. 
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Zach only nodded. | shook my head, not believing 
it. Zach waited. | shook my head again and 
mumbled, “there has to be a mistake.” 

“There is no mistake, your highness. You are next 
in line for the throne,” Zach replied. 

| stood up and looked away from him, trying to 
think. 

“If lam this guy’s descendant, that means one of 
my parents are too. Why can’t they rule?” 
“Because your father is the descendant, and a man 
cannot be the Mythos Princess. He simply can’t. It 
doesn’t work that way. That makes you the 
Princess.” 

“Even if | was this Princess, why would | need a 
bodyguard?” | asked him. 

“Because you're in danger,” he replied simply, as if 
he didn't sound absurd. 

“From who?” | asked, crossing my arms, “the 
cheerleading squad?” 

“From the people who don't want you to reclaim 
your birthright,” he replied. 

| scoffed. “Sure, totally,” | replied and tried to 
leave. 

The door was unlocked, so that was a good sign. 
With my board under my arm, | opened the door 
and walked into the hallway. Zach was right behind 
me, though. He closed the door behind him and 
followed me down the hall. He didn’t even lock it to 
cover his tracks. 

“Why are you following me?” | asked him after a 
little while, still walking. 

“Because I’m our bodyguard. | have to protect 
you,” he replied again. 
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| rolled my eyes in annoyance and kept walking. | 
decided to just ignore him. Whatever game he was 
playing, | was just going to let him keep playing it. 
When he got tired of the charade, he would stop. 
And the whole thing about him knowing so much 
about me? | passed it off as him just being a really 
devoted stalker. It wouldn’t have been the first 
time, though the last time wasn’t as freaky. Or as 
creative. 

| was already late to Geometry anyway, the class 
already halfway over by now, so | started walking 
to my next class: History. When | arrived outside 
the classroom, | leaned up against the wall. | had to 
wait for the bell to ring before | could go inside. 
Zach leaned up against the wall, next to me, 
staring at the opposite wall. 

| did my best to ignore him. It wasn’t easy. Finally, 
after several painfully slow minutes, the bell rang, 
and students filed out into the hallway. | pushed my 
way through the crowd and into the classroom. 
Zach was right behind me as he followed me inside. 
Mr. Johnson, my History teacher, actually paid 
attention to Zach once he walked into the room. 
Zach stopped in his tracks when he saw my teacher 
and left my side in order to talk to him, while | sat 
down at my desk. | couldn’t hear what they were 
saying, what with the noise of people and the fact 
that the two guys were across the room from me, 
but Mr. Johnson glanced at me with wide eyes for a 
moment before nodding at Zach and they both 
relaxed a little. Zach then proceeded to sit behind 
me, as the other students filed inside, and | was left 
wondering what Zach had told my teacher. 
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Class started and we were talking about WWII. | 
was finally able to forget about Zach as | 
participated in the discussion and took notes. | love 
Mr. Johnson; he makes everything in history fun. It 
wasn’t until the bell rang and | got up to leave that 
| noticed Zach next to me, waiting. | jumped out of 
my skin. | had completely forgotten about him 
during the lecture. 

“Don’t do that!” | told him, remembering that he 
was following me. 

He only rolled his eyes at me, to my face, and 
followed me out the door and down the hall. | had 
to ditch him. | just had to. 

| walked into the girls’ restroom and was glad to 
see that he didn’t follow me inside. That would 
have been weird if he had. Instead, he just leaned 
up against the wall outside, arms crossed, and 
waited for me. | washed my hands and then snuck 
out the back door of the bathroom and took off 
towards the cafeteria. It was time for lunch and | 
was free. 

| threw down my board and skated the rest of the 
way there. No one gave me more than a second 
glance. | was almost to the lunch line, so | picked 
up my board and walked the few rest of the feet 
there. Suddenly, | heard a strange sound above me. 
| looked up just as the ceiling panel fell in front of 
me and | jumped back in alarm. Zach jumped down 
in front of me, on top of the ceiling panel, with an 
annoyed expression on his face as he stared at me. 
He crossed his arms. 

“How did you do that?” | asked him, looking around 
to find that-incredibly-no one was paying us any 
attention. 
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Zach rolled his eyes again and didn’t answer me. 
Instead, he told me, “Quit trying to ditch me. 
Neither one of us is capable of ditching each other, 
now.” 

| didn’t understand his statement and | didn’t care. 
“Can you at least try not to give me a heart 
attack?” | asked him. 

He sighed and answered, “I’m incapable of putting 
you in harm’s way. You were never going to have a 
heart attack and | don’t plan on giving you one any 
time soon.” 

| rolled my eyes and walked past him, into the 
lunch line. Zach was getting on my nerves. | 
grabbed a yogurt and a spoon from the school 
cafeteria before heading to the checkout. Zach 
didn’t grab anything and just followed me. On the 
way to my table, | grabbed a Red Diamond tea from 
the vending machine against the wall. | sat down 
with Jeff, AJ, Judy, Chase, and Kelly at our table in 
the concourse. Zach sat down at the empty table 
behind us and just looked around at the other 
students. 

“Hey guys,” | told my friends glumly. 

“Sup?” they replied, looking a little worried by my 
expression. 

“Got a stalker,” | replied and gestured to Zach with 
my head as | started eating my yogurt. 

“Another one?” AJ asked. 

| nodded. | have had two other stalkers in my past. 
Each one previously had a crush on me and went 
about it all wrong. I’d find them following me 
around everywhere, not wanting to leave me alone. 
This was just the same thing, just another guy, | 
was sure of it. There was no way, in the name of 
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Mythos, that | was an actual Princess. | was 
absolutely sure of it. 

“Well, you need help getting him off your back, let 
us know,” Kelly told me. 

| nodded and turned back to see what Zach was 
doing. He was glancing up at something on the 
ceiling, across the room, and narrowed his eyes. 
After a moment or two, he relaxed again and 
turned to look at me with an unreadable 
expression. He looked away again and continued to 
look around the room like he was keeping an eye 
out for unwanted activity. | raised an eyebrow 
before turning back to my lunch, opening my tea, 
and taking a swig with a sigh. 

The others started talking about skating, but | 
couldn’t pay attention. | was too caught up in my 
own thoughts. What if Zach was actually telling the 
truth? What then? But no, there was no way his 
little claim was true. It was impossible and crazy. 
Right? There was no way | was a Princess, right? 
Right? Thinking about it, | wasn’t so sure anymore. 
That made me more nervous than anything else. 
When the bell rang, | threw away my trash and 
headed to Literature in a daze. Zach was right 
behind me, as usual. | barely noticed him, though. 
Literature was practically the same as History was, 
in the case with my teacher; Zach went and talked 
to my teacher and my teacher let him sit next to 
me without further questions. However, | was still 
wrapped up in my own thoughts as the class 
dragged on. 

When the bell rang to end class, | realized that 
Zach had taken care of my work for me while | had 
just stared off into space, thinking. | was wide-eyed 
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as he turned my assignment in; catching a glimpse 
of the handwriting and realizing that he had copied 
my own handwriting perfectly. Now how in the 
name of Mythos was that possible? 

“How did you do that?” | asked him on the way to 
my computer class. 

“Do what?” he asked, staring straight ahead of us 
and steering me into the classroom before | almost 
missed it. | swear | could almost hear him think, 
look where you're going, though he never said it or 
gave me a look that said it. 

“Match my handwriting,” | replied. “How did you do 
it? And don’t tell me you didn’t. | know my own 
handwriting.” 

He shrugged. “I just can,” he replied. 

“But you’ve never even seen my handwriting 
before, have you?” | asked him. 

He shook his head. A thousand questions ran 
through my mind. He copied my handwriting 
without ever needing to see it! How was that even 
possible? He knew more about me than any 
previous stalker had known. This was crazy! What 
else could he do and what else did he know? Was 
he actually telling the truth? No way. Right? 

“Can you do that with everyone’s handwriting?” | 
asked. 

Again, he shook his head. 

“Just mine?” 

He nodded. 

“Why?” | asked, nearly missing my rolling chair as | 
sat down. Zach caught me and helped me sit down 
properly before sitting in a seat next to me. 
“Because I’m your bodyguard,” he responded as if 
that explained everything. 
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“| don’t get it,” | told him. 
He looked up to the ceiling with a 'why, God?' 
expression and sighed heavily before telling me, 
“Just do your work.” 
| rolled my eyes-two could play at that game-and 
turned on my computer. The project we were 
working on was in photoshop. We were supposed to 
create an image that expresses who we are. | 
hadn’t gotten very far with mine. | only had a 
picture of my skateboard and a skating rink. | had 
been debating whether or not to add a book or two 
into the picture. Zach shook his head at it and 
turned to me. 
“That’s what you're going with?” he asked me, 
looking annoyingly astounded. 
| shrugged. “What else should | do?” 
| was genuinely curious as to what he would 
suggest. | didn’t stop to think about how he knew 
what my project was. | hadn’t told him. Maybe he 
already knew from stalking me? | had no clue. 
He rolled his eyes and pulled a thumb drive out of 
his pocket. He plugged it into the computer and 
told me, “Use that.” 
| pulled up the thumb drive folder. It was titled: 
Fiona To Mythos 
| raised an eyebrow, opened the folder, and found it 
filled with odd pictures. Half of them were recent 
pictures of me with my hair in different styles, due 
to my mom playing with my hair. | was wondering 
how Zach had taken those pictures-because these 
pictures were never taken with my knowledge of 
them-when | noticed the other half of the pictures. 
They were of dark forests and mythical creatures. 
Some of the creatures were monsters, such as 
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ghosts and skeletons. Other creatures were more 
magical and mythical, such as unicorns and pegasi. 
Other creatures were more modern, such as wolves 
and bats. 

| turned back to Zach with a raised eyebrow. He 
nodded for me to ‘go-ahead’ and | turned back to 
the computer. | didn’t have time to wonder how he 
had collected all those pictures. | had a project and 
an approaching due date. | needed to get my work 
done. 

| discarded my previous project and started 
working with the pictures, trying to come up with 
something | could make out of them. | almost didn’t 
realize that | had half of it done before ten minutes 
of class had passed. My mind responded to the 
images quicker than my eyes could register and in 
no time at all, | was done. 

| was impressed with my own work. The 
background was a Shady, dark forest. There was a 
picture of me looking behind myself, my hair up in 
a bun. My backless shirt was not in view of the 
picture, while my pictured self was turning to look 
at the screen, so it looked as if | wasn’t wearing a 
shirt in the picture. | had made a ghost, wolf, skull, 
and bat look like tattoos against my-the picture’s- 
skin. | changed the hair color to bright teal. | 
changed the eyeshadow and eyes into somewhat 
flames. 

| took a few minutes to just stare at my 
masterpiece. 

“How did | just do that?” | mumbled to myself, 
trying to figure out how my own mind took over my 
actions before | could register them. 
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“You know who you are. Whether you know it or 
not,” Zach replied, admiring my masterpiece next 
to me. 

“What do you mean?” | asked him. 

He turned to me and frowned. “You still don’t get it, 
do you?” he asked. 

| shook my head and he sighed. 

“I'll explain later, when there are fewer people 
around,” he told me. 

| nodded. | guessed that | could live a few minutes 
waiting for answers. Zach saved my work and 
helped me send it to my teacher, just in time for 
the bell to ring. 

| groaned, “I have Spanish next.” 

Zach sighed and walked me out of the room. “Why 
is everyone always taking Spanish?” he mumbled 
to himself. 

“What did you take?” | asked him curiously. 

“Me?” he asked, looking surprised. 

| nodded. Who else could | have been speaking to? 
“Latin, German, Elvish, American Sign Language, 
English, French, and Chinese,” he replied. 

“What?” | asked. 

| wasn’t at all sure that | had heard him correctly. 
He repeated all seven languages in order to confirm 
that | heard him correctly. 

“You took elvish? That’s an actual language?” | 
asked. Zach nodded. 

“Where do you even learn that stuff?” | was 
curious. 

“My dad taught me in his free time,” Zach replied 
with a shrug. 

“Were you homeschooled?” | asked him as we 
continued to walk down the hallway. 
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He thought about it before answering, “Sort of. 
Where | learned was at the palace because all of 
the guards live there. But there are also classes for 
the trainees to take. So yes and no; | learned where 
| lived.” 

| nodded, trying to wrap my mind around the new 
information. We made it to Spanish in no time at 
all. | sat down and waited for class to start. | didn’t 
pay any attention during class, trying to figure 
everything out. Mrs. Garcia never called on me, so | 
didn’t really have to pay attention. Before | knew it, 
class was over. 

“Last class,” Zach told me, surprisingly holding out 
his hand like a gentleman. 

| took it and he helped me up before walking me to 
Theatre. | had finished my Mythology class two 
years early, so with the need for another class, | 
randomly picked and got Theatre. Mom had been 
happy about it. | didn’t have a problem with it. 
That day, we had a substitute teacher, so we were 
just playing around. The poor substitute was stuck 
chasing around students, trying to get them to 
behave. | took the time to lean against the wall 
next to Zach and ask him a few more questions. 
“So...if | am this...Princess person,” | started saying. 
Zach waited, arms crossed and leaning up against 
the wall just like me. “What does that even mean?” 
| asked. 

“It means that you are the ruler. You are in charge 
of everything and everyone here, in Estua. | don’t 
know what else there is to explain,” Zach told me 
with a shrug as if what he just said meant 
something simple. 

“What am | even supposed to do?” | asked. 
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“I’m supposed to bring you back to the palace in 
time for your coronation, a week from today. In the 
time waiting, we need you to start unlocking your 
true Mythos self and start up your abilities while we 
keep things running the way the previous Mythos 
ran things. We have Owain working on that right 
now. Other than that, just relax while | keep you 
out of harm’s way,” he replied. 

“Abilities?” | asked, “as in powers?” 

Zach nodded. 

“Sure,” | dragged out the word. | was believing less 
that this whole charade, Zach was making up, was 
for real. 

There was no way that | had powers. Powers only 
exist in movies and books. That, | was sure of. If 
Zach thought that | had powers, then everything 
else he was thinking couldn’t possibly be real, 
either. | started to relax, deciding it was all in 
Zach’s mind and that as soon as he got bored of 
playing this little game of his, my life would go back 
to normal. 

Suddenly, Zach turned his attention to the ceiling, 
his breath catching as he turned. | jumped in alarm 
at his sudden movement. Based on his expression, 
| could tell that something was wrong. It was kind 
of obvious. 

“What is it?” | asked him. 

“We need to move,” he replied with an urgent tone, 
not looking at me. 

“What?” | asked, confused. 

He grabbed a hold of my arm and pulled me away 
from the wall, then out the door. | was glad | had 
my board in hand or we would have left it behind. | 
tried to get Zach to let go of my arm, but he had a 
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grip like steel. When | continued to fight back and 
constantly ask him what was wrong, he picked me 
up and threw me over his shoulder like a sack of 
potatoes before continuing to run off with me. 


Log 8, Agent Elizabeth Barton reporting. 

So uh, the hydrofluoric acid may or may not have 
melted the cup before Rainbow skater could drink 
it. 

Before she even saw it, in fact. 

I’m not sure she even did see it. 

She didn’t reach for or grab the cup, so I’m not 
sure. 

Hehe, yeah. 

| guess the plan was capable of failing. 

And it did. 

Yeah, we need a new plan. 

The bosses said to try whatever we can while 
they come up with a better plan for us. 

We're hiding up inside of the ceiling, watching 
Rainbow Skater and her bodyguard talk. 

She doesn’t seem to know or understand just how 
much danger she is in. 

Man, this is boring. 

Need to do something. 

Oh, Jake has an idea? 

We're gonna follow them around some more from 
up here in this hot ceiling? 

Okay, but I’m getting sweaty. 

Okay, we’ll go as soon as | turn this off. 

Dang it. 

Still can’t turn this-thank you, Jake. 
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Chapter 3: 1 Don’t 
Care, I’m Skating 


| didn’t understand what Zach was trying to 
accomplish with me dangling over his shoulder. 
Watch the hands, buddy. Thank you. He kept 
running. | was questioning his sanity when | heard a 
loud thud up in the ceiling a few feet behind us. 
Zach lightly tilted his head before jerking to a 
complete stop. 

He flipped me over his shoulder and into a standing 
position behind him as he turned around. He turned 
just as a man jumped through the ceiling, just like 
Zach had earlier. And my heart started pounding in 
my chest. The man had short ginger hair and a thin 
beard. He wore a black t-shirt, that was inside out, 
and jeans with sneakers. 

Zach made a quick pushing motion towards him 
and the man flew backward. | just stared where the 
man had been a second ago. My mouth was open 
and my eyes were wide. 

Zach turned back to me with a sly smile and asked, 
“do you believe me now, your highness?” 

| nodded. | believed that | was in danger. That was 
for sure. The Princess thing? | was still a little 
sketchy about that. | mean, look at me. I'm nota 
Princess, I'm a skater with a bad attitude. Then 
again, that didn't mean that | wasn’t one. Urgh. I'd 
deal with it later. 

Zach turned back to the man as he tried to 
approach again. Zach pushed him back without 
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touching him again and told me to “run!” For once, 
he didn't have to tell me twice. | ran down the 
hallway, waving my arms and screaming for my 
life. 

It took me a moment to realize that | still had my 
board in hand. | threw it down and skated down the 
hallway as fast as | could. It was faster than 
running. | tried to keep quiet by that point, so that 
the guy who tried to attack wouldn't find me. For 
once, though, | hoped that Zach would find me 
quickly. It was the first of many times. 

When | heard the ceiling panels making noises, 
headed towards me, | freaked out. | wasn't sure 
who it was. | couldn't help but freeze with fear, 
though. That's when a blonde woman with fading 
freckles jumped down from the ceiling. Like the 
other man, she was dressed in a black inside out t- 
shirt, jeans, and sneakers. 

She stared at me for a moment before preparing to 
pounce. | couldn't move. That's when she was 
thrown back by something. Whatever it was, it was 
invisible to me. Zach jumped out from the hole in 
the ceiling that the woman had just jumped out of, 
a moment before, and kept his arm extended 
towards her like a barrier. 

He turned to me and asked, “what did | tell you?” 

| nodded; my eyes wide as | picked up my board. 
“What are you waiting for? Go!” Zach told me. 

| turned and bolted out of the school, just in time 
for the bell to ring. 

| was outside in moments and the other kids 
started filing out of the school, ready for the 
weekend. It was Friday, after all. | didn't look back 
or stop. | kept running. | threw down my board 


38 


again and skated the other half of the way home, 
up the hill. Finally, | made it home. | shut the door 
quickly and leaned against it, catching my breath. 
My heart was still trying to fly out of my chest. 
“That you, sweetie?” | heard dad call from the rink. 
“Yeah,” | called back, panting, “I'm here.” 

“You're home early. Everything alright?” he called 
back. 

| shook my head but replied, “yeah, just wanted to 
get in some practice before anyone shows up.” 

| kicked off my shoes as | spoke, calming myself by 
pretending that the events of the day never 
happened. | was perfectly safe. Nothing was going 
to happen to me. 

“Alright,” dad called back. 

| rushed to my room and quickly changed my 
clothes. | changed into a black stripy bralette, black 
metallic high waist dance shorts, multi-colored 
zebra-striped tall socks, and my custom-made 
multi-colored shoes. | put my hair up into a messy 
updo. 

“Perfect,” | decided. 

| exited my room and ran through the house, into 
the rink. The rink was large, covering the same 
amount of area as an average house. Dad was at 
the bar, making sure that we had enough drinks 
and snacks for the customers. On the opposite side 
of the room-from my entrance from the house-was 
the door for the customers to enter the rink. The 
door being on the backside of the house. 

Dad smiled as | walked down the stairs and flipped 
the rink switch on the bar. The empty floor lowered 
into the ground before rising back up, now an ice- 
skating rink. | clicked my heels together twice and 
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ice skate blades automatically produced 
themselves on the bottom of my shoes. | didn’t 
hesitate to skate onto the rink and practice a few 
moves. Dad turned on some music for me to move 
to: “Keys To The Kingdom” by Group 1 Crew. 

It wasn’t long before there was the sound of the 
door opening. Customers were already arriving. | 
took a deep breath and slowed my pace as the next 
song started up: “The Motions” by Matthew West. | 
focused on my moves and my breathing, ignoring 
the fact that | now had an audience. 

| heard cheering as | continued to skate. | kept my 
pace with the rhythm and chose moves to 
emphasize the words of the songs. | kept my eyes 
where | could see where | was going, except when | 
was Skating backward. | heard more people arrive 
as songs came and went, but | didn't pay attention 
to anything except my own skating and the rhythm. 
| was completely sure that | was the only one on 
the rink. After a little while, | heard dad press the 
rink button and noticed the floor begin to sink a 
little. | was careful with my timing, counting down 
in my head for the precise moment to jump. 
Three...two...one...jump! 

| threw my legs back and behind me as | twirled 
and flipped in mid-air. While in the air, | clicked my 
heels together and they changed, swapping ice 
skating blades for rollerblades. | landed perfectly on 
one foot, the moment the floor was roller skating 
rink ready and continued to skate. Cheering 
increased but | ignored it. 

Other people started entering the rink to skate 
along. They kept out of my way, though, which was 
good because | was just getting started. My 
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performance continued and so did the cheering. A 
country song came up. It took me a moment to 
recognize it: “All American Girl” by Carrie 
Underwood. None of us were Americans, but that 
didn’t change the fact that it was a popular song in 
Estua. 

| took a deep breath and started acting while 
skating, emphasizing the words like before. By the 
time the chorus had finished for the first round of 
the song, | noticed someone skating closer to me 
than the others. | ignored this until his hands 
wrapped around my waist. | didn’t tell whoever it 
was to back off because it helped with the act. We 
skated along together. 

It wasn’t until the song went to the verse about the 
girl asking the boy what gender he wanted their 
baby to be, that | actually looked at whoever was 
performing with me. My eyes widened for a 
moment when | recognized him, but | composed 
myself and just continued with my performance. 

It was Zach. He had followed me home. When he 
noticed that | finally recognized him, he only 
nodded and looked ahead of us. As | continued to 
act, | snuck a glance ahead of us-at the crowd-and 
noticed two of the people standing along the edge 
of the rink, watching us. It was the two people who 
had jumped out of the school ceiling earlier! What 
should | do? 

| kept acting, pretending that they weren’t there 
and kept performing as if nothing was wrong. Zach 
helped from time to time as the songs changed, 
other times he let me perform on my own. Both 
ways, he stayed close to me. The blonde and 
ginger, as | called them in my head, acted like they 
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were enjoying themselves as they watched me. | 
noticed pretty quickly that they were more focused 
on me than on Zach, so | couldn’t blame him for 
any of this. Could I? 

| kept skating. | was getting tired and thirsty by 
now. | ignored the feeling and kept going. Just a 
few more songs to go. Dad knew to only set me up 
with 25 songs that | could perform before switching 
to something that everyone else could skate to, 
that way | could still have enough energy to finish 
my grand finale before | passed out from 
exhaustion. We had tested my limits just a few 
days before and agreed that it was best to only let 
me skate a little under an hour and a half before 
taking a break before skating again. 

At the moment, | was on song 23. | only had one to 
go before | hit the grand finale. | took a deep breath 
and skated on, never stopping since | had begun. 
That’s when “There’s Nothing Holding Me Back” by 
Shawn Mendes started playing. | stiffened for a 
brief moment, as Zach wrapped his arms around 
me again, before relaxing and skating with him. 
Zach seemed to know what he was doing. We acted 
like a dating couple, almost. Not half bad. Zach 
seemed to know exactly where | needed him to be 
next to me and what he needed to act at the right 
moment. | was baffled by the idea, but hid it from 
my expression as | smiled for the audience. | wasn’t 
going to let Zach one up me by surprising me in 
any way. 

At last came the finale. Finally! | took a deep breath 
as the song came on. It was one that | hadn’t 
expected dad to play, but | knew the routine I’ve 
always practiced for that song more than any of the 
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others: “A Whole New World” straight from Aladdin. 
| had been performing it since | was six years old. 
Zach seemed to know my routine perfectly, too. 

He acted out Aladdin while | pulled a Jasmine, 
acting like | hadn’t seen the ceiling or floor or walls 
before. Zach spun me, like we were on a dance 
floor rather than a skating rink, half the 
performance. As the song slowly came to an end, 
Zach and | slowly came to a stop in a romantic pose 
in the center of the rink. Crowds cheered now. All | 
could focus on was my own breathing, Zach’s 
breath mixing with mine because he was so close. 
At long last, | skated off of the rink, as the cheering 
continued, bowing on my skate out. It only took one 
quick glance and nod from dad for me to skate out 
of sight from everyone else and into the house. The 
door was hidden from everyone who-didn’t-know- 
the-structure-of-the-house’s view. 

| wasn’t surprised when Zach followed me through 
the door. | was starting to get used to his constant 
being close to me. At least, | was forcing myself to 
get used to it. He was silent as | closed the door 
behind us and skated directly to the kitchen 
counter, the door to the rink being in the kitchen 
and all. The night sky was dark in the kitchen 
window. | sat down on the counter as | clicked my 
shoes together, removing the blades in the 
process, and then reached for a glass in the 
cupboard. | drank down ten glasses of water in 
seconds. Not kidding. 

Zach waited, leaning against the door. | offered him 
a glass of water. He took a moment to think about 
my offer before nodding. | handed him a drink and 
he downed it in 0.2 seconds before gently placing 
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his glass down on the counter. He then proceeded 
to sit at the bar. 

“So how’d you know my routine?” | asked before 
paraphrasing him, “wait, let me guess; you have to 
know everything about me for my protection, 
right?” 

Zach sighed heavily for a moment before 
explaining, “the bodyguard is chosen the same way 
the Princess Mythos is. And when chosen, the 
bodyguard receives special gifts. Again, just like 
the Princess. But the guard's gifts are to help better 
protect the Princess.” 

“Like what?” | asked curiously, leaning against the 
counter. 

“Like my shield, which | demonstrated to you 
earlier,” he explained, “Il am also able to locate you 
wherever you are. | can always sense when you 
need me and what you need me for. And | become 
whatever you need me to be, whether | like it or 
not.” He looked a little annoyed about that last 
part. “Again, my gifts are to protect you and give 
you whatever you require.” 

| just stared at him. 

“Whatever | need?” | asked, “like if | needed a 
penguin you'd turn into a penguin?” 

He just stared at me. 

“Your sass is not helpful,” he finally told me, after a 
few silent moments. “And you would never need a 
penguin.” 

“How do you know?” | argued, “is one of your 
powers seeing the future?” 

Zach sighed heavily and shook his head. 

“You would never need a penguin. If you ever did, 
I’d automatically know and personally bring one to 
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you. | would not turn into one,” he replied with a 
sour tone. 

| shrugged. “So what exactly are those powers you 
mentioned | would have, again?” | asked. 

Zach actually appeared to relax a little as he 
answered my question, “like all of the Princess 
Mythos’ before you, you will have power over 
mythical creatures. You will be able to transform 
into them, summon them, and control them at will.” 
| thought about that for a moment before shrugging 
and replying, “cool.” 

Zach sighed heavily again. 

“I can fee/that you don’t quite believe my claims,” 
he told me. 

“You're not wrong,” | admitted. 

Zach nodded and stood up. 

“If you want some proof,” he told me, “we can start 
awakening your abilities right now.” 

“Really?” | asked, a little curious to see if his claims 
were real. 

| still doubted, but it would be really cool if he was 
telling the truth. 

He nodded. “Okay,” | replied, standing up. 

“Follow me,” he said and started walking off 
towards the bathroom. 

Curiously, | followed him. He knelt at the edge of 
the tub and turned on the faucet, plugging in the 
drain as he did so. He filled it up completely before 
shutting off the water. Then he turned to me and 
said, “get in.” 

“Excuse me?” | asked him. 

“The easiest, I’ve researched, of your abilities to 
awaken is the mermaid. So climb in,” he told me. 
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| started slowly removing my shoes as | replied, 
“what, am | just gonna magically transform into a 
mermaid as soon as I’m in the water?” 

“Once you’ve completely submerged yourself in the 
water, yes,” he replied seriously. 

| nodded and then stepped towards the tub. 

“You might also want to remove your clothing,” he 
advised me. 

He didn’t look like he was trying to be smart or 
whatever. He just looked as if he was telling me 
something as simple as needing to drink water to 
stay hydrated. Was he really crazy? | wasn’t sure. 
But he was definitely being weird. 

| looked at him directly in the eye and replied, 
“yeah, that’s not gonna happen.” 

He shrugged. “Alright, but when those shorts rip, 
it’s on you. | warned you,” he said. 

| thought about it for a moment before replying, 
“can you turn around while | do that?” 

His response was turning around and sort of 
keeping guard at the door. While he did that, | 
removed my clothes and climbed into the tub. The 
water was not cold, but it wasn’t warm either. 
“Can we put in some bubbles?” | asked. 

Zach didn’t turn to look at me, but replied, 
“bubbles would affect your transformation and 
would likely harm your eyesight when under. | don’t 
recommend it.” 

| just nodded and lay down in the water. | looked 
down at my body in the water and muttered, “1 
don’t see any changes.” 

“You need to fully submerge yourself in the water,” 
Zach replied, still facing away from me, “and stay 
under until you run out of air. Once your body 
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realizes it has run out of oxygen, it will go into 
survival mode and bring out your gills.” 
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Log 19, Agent Elizabeth Barton reporting again. 
So, we followed Rainbow Skater home after the 
confrontation with her bodyguard. 

We're lucky to have gotten out of there with him 
around at all. 

We would have taken care of Rainbow Skater 
already, like the bosses want, but her bodyguard 
has already found and started watching over her. 
We can’t get past him to get to her. 

Right now, we’re sitting tight and waiting. 

Which the bosses are not all that pleased about. 
We can’t do anything with so many witnesses 
around. 

That, one of our bosses doesn’t seem to 
understand, but the other two seem to be 
keeping him under control. He’s not trying to kill 
us, at least. 

We'll have to wait till morning. 

Until then, we’ll keep brainstorming ideas of what 
to do. 

Sadly, we have reason to believe that Rainbow 
Skater’s bodyguard will be moving her in the 
morning, so tonight is all we have to come up 
with a plan. 

Jake is contacting the bosses-whoever they are- 
and are gonna let them decide what our next 
move is. 

| personally think that letting them decide is a 
dumb idea, but what do | know? 

Just following my orders. 

Jake-thank you. 
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Chapter 4: Proof 
That I’m Going 
Insane 


“What!?” | asked. “I’m not drowning myself just to 
see if I’m half fish!” | decided and tried to climb out 
of the water. 

Before | could, however, Zach spun around and 
grabbed my head. He pushed me under the water, 
fully submerging me. | tried to scream but that 
didn’t do me any good underwater. He used both 
hands to keep my whole body fully submerged in 
the water. Because of my thrashing, trying to make 
him let go of me, | was pretty sure that | had made 
the tub spill water onto the bathroom floor. 

| could feel the water entering my lungs, stinging 
them. | thought | was gonna die, drowning in the 
bathtub because some psychotic kid with 
superpowers tricked me into doing something 
stupid, when | noticed something. | was breathing. 
But it wasn’t like regular breathing. | wasn’t 
breathing out of my mouth or nose, | was breathing 
out of my neck. That didn’t make sense, but at the 
same time it did somehow. 

| stopped thrashing and Zach quit forcing me to 
stay under the water. | stayed there on my own. | 
looked at my hand and noticed a tiny bit of 
webbing forming in between my fingers. | looked 
down at my legs and noticed them morphing 
together as one. My feet grew longer and fanned 
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out. My body thinned a little, but not too much. My 
skin started looking a little scaly, but still my skin 
tone. | looked like a fish, for crying out loud! 

Now a quick note: I’m not saying to go try to drown 
yourself in the bathtub to see if you’re part fish like 
me. Don’t do that! Bad idea. I’m just saying what 
happened to me. And it would have been better if 
Zach hadn’t held me under the water like that, but | 
can’t change the past. That’s just what happened 
and there is no changing it. 

For a moment, | just lay there, under the water. 
Zach let go of me. Looking up at him through the 
water, | could see him waiting for me to make the 
next move. | had to admit it. | was starting to 
believe he was right! Maybe he wasn’t crazy after 
all. | saw him smile at me as | made that decision 
and then extend a hand toward me. 

For once, | took his hand without hesitation and let 
him pull me up. As my face exited the water, | 
gasped for breath, not because | was in need of air, 
but because | felt like | was drowning from lack of 
water. As | attempted to get up, my breathing got 
better, and my body began changing back to 
normal. 

Once my legs had split back into two legs instead 
of one large fin, Zach helped me stand up. My body 
had fully changed back to normal by the time | had 
stepped completely out of the tub. Zach grabbed a 
nearby towel and wrapped it around my shoulders. 
| dried myself with it and then he handed me my 
clothes. He turned around as | changed and 
seemed to know when | was done. 

“| apologize for forcing you under,” he told me, 
“but | had to show you that this is not make- 
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believe. You truly are the new Princess, Fiona. | had 
to make you believe. It’s what you needed of me 
and I’m physically incapable of not providing for 
you. | didn’t have a say in the matter.” 

| nodded, sort of understanding where he was 
coming from. Somehow. 

“What now?” | asked, “I can’t just drop everything 
and become a Princess.” 

“Actually,” Zach replied, “you can. And you have 
to.” 

| nodded. | didn’t want to drop out of school, but 
Zach had a point. If | was the new Princess, | had to 
worry about the good of the country. Not myself. 
Which meant that | had to put the country ahead of 
my own desires. | had to do what was necessary. | 
had to become the Princess instead of graduating. 
That was a bummer but also sort of exhilarating. 
“What do | tell my parents?” | asked. 

“I'll take care of that,” Zach replied, “you're safe 
here for tonight, but that won’t last. I’ll need to 
take you to the palace tomorrow. Tonight, you can 
spend time with your parents, but that will change 
tomorrow. They can visit you at the palace, but it 
won't be as often as you or they might like. I’m 
sorry, but | can’t change that.” 

| nodded. | understood. 

“Alright,” | muttered, “I was going to end up 
moving out sooner or later. Looks like sooner beat 
later, this round.” 

Zach nodded and led me out of the bathroom. 
“One more thing,” he said, catching my attention, 
“you might want to check your back in the mirror.” 
“Why?” | asked, “is something different about it 
now?” 
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Zach nodded. “Once the Princess unlocks her 
abilities over each mythical creature, she receives 
an image imprinted on her skin-somewhere on her 
body-of that creature she has just mastered control 
over.” 

“So you’re saying that now I'll have a tattoo of a 
mermaid on my back,” | concluded. 

“Basically,” Zach replied with a nod. 

“Cool,” | muttered, “I get tattoos without having to 
get injected with needles or ink. I’m starting to like 
this Princess idea.” 

Zach rolled his eyes at that, making me smile a 
little. It was fun annoying him. When | decided that 
| liked annoying him, Zach glared at me playfully 
before leading me back into the kitchen. That’s 
when mom decided to unlock the door to the house 
and walk into the kitchen, carrying groceries. She 
didn’t seem to notice us until she had set down her 
brown paper grocery bags. 

“Oh, hi, honey,” she said when she saw me. Then 
she noticed Zach and asked, “who's this?” 
“Apparently, he’s my bodyguard,” | replied. 

Zach nodded to confirm my claim. 

“What?” mom asked, losing her smile and gaining a 
confused expression. 

“Hello, Mrs. Tanner-Augusto,” Zach told mom while 
extending his hand, “I’m Zachariah Taylor.” 

Mom shook Zach’s hand and he explained, “you 
most likely are not aware of this, but your husband 
is the descendant of the only brother of one of the 
Princess Mythos’. Because of circumstances, that 
makes your daughter the next Princess. The next in 
line for the throne. | am here to protect her.” 
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Mom just stared at him for a moment, frozen in 
thought with an odd expression on her face like she 
wasn’t sure if this was a prank, an act, or reality. | 
couldn’t judge, it was hard for me to accept too. 
Kind of still is. After a few moments of mom just 
staring at Zach with her silly expression, she turned 
to me and asked where dad was. 

“Working in the rink,” | replied, “he’s a bit busy 
tonight; we pulled in a good crowd.” 

Mom thought about that for a moment before 
holding up her finger and saying, “stay here. I'll be 
right back.” 

With that, she walked through the back door, into 
the rink, dropping off the groceries on the counter. 
It was only a few minutes later when | heard the 
music stop and dad call over the mic that 
something had just come up and he needed to 
close up immediately. | heard a lot of groaning 
coming from the crowd outside and then heard a 
lot of people leaving out the door. | also heard my 
friends ask about seeing me, but dad told them it 
wasn’t a good time. 

Once | heard the door shut, mom and dad appeared 
in the doorway to the rink. They both looked both 
confused and worried. They shut the door behind 
them and approached Zach and me. We were 
leaning up against the kitchen bar. Dad extended 
his hand and both he and Zach shook hands. Dad 
looked unsure about what to think, just like mom. 
“Yvette told me what’s going on,” dad finally said 
to Zach, “you really think Fiona is the next 
Princess?” 

Zach nodded and explained why. He explained that 
he was my bodyguard and was there to protect me. 
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He also explained that he needed to take me to the 
palace as of tomorrow and all that stuff. Mom and 
dad looked taken aback by all of the new 
information but didn’t seem to not believe Zach. 
Still, they didn’t seem to fully believe him either. 
“Can you prove she’s the Princess?” mom finally 
asked, after Zach had explained everything. 

“He kinda just did,” | spoke up, “he just showed me 
how to turn into a fish.” 

“What?” dad asked. 

| nodded. Then | turned to Zach and asked. “Is 
there another easy creature to unlock? Something | 
can show them?” 

Zach thought for a moment and then replied, 
“possibly. Got any raw meat?” 

“In the freezer,” mom replied. 

“Which creature are you thinking?” | asked, 
curiously. 

Zach walked over to the freezer and pulled out a 
whole turkey as he replied, “wolf.” 

“This should do,” he decided while holding the cold 
turkey, then looked at me and said, “smell it.” 

| was about to approach when he held up his hand 
to stop me. 

“From there,” he said, before adding, “and you 
might want to remove any clothing you don’t want 
shredded.” 

| nodded and after looking at both of my parents for 
a moment, started stripping. 

“Will | end up doing this every time | transform?” | 
asked. 

“Only for now,” Zach replied, holding the turkey 
towards me and away from himself, “we can make 
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you a special outfit that won’t rip when you 
transform, at the palace.” 

| nodded, standing naked in the kitchen. “Now 
what?” | asked. 

“What are you trying to get her to do?” dad asked 
Zach, looking a little uncomfortable with the 
situation. 

“It’s okay, Dad,” | said, “he knows what he’s doing. 
Trust me, | know.” 

| did not in fact know, but | wanted to sound sure of 
myself for my parents’ sake. Neither of my parents 
seemed happy with that, but neither complained 
anymore. 

“Sniff,” Zach commanded me. 

| sniffed the air, and could easily smell the turkey. 
“You’re not responding to it,” Zach muttered, then 
wiggled it in his hands. “Picture it as your prey,” he 
commanded me, “smell the meat you crave. 
Imagine it as alive, ready for you to catch. You want 
it. You’re hungry for it. Starving, even. The only 
way you can get it is by transforming. Think beast. 
Think wolf.” 

| sniffed again and noticed something. | could easily 
picture the frozen turkey meat as the live animal. | 
could see it wandering around, just waiting for me 
to pounce on it and claim it as my next meal. | 
could easily take it. It would be easy. As easy as 
breathing. For a moment, my vision went blurry. | 
growled hungrily-hungrier than | had ever felt in my 
entire life-and pounced. 

“Whoa!” dad shouted as mom screamed. 

| stopped tearing into the cold, frozen turkey with 
my teeth and looked up. Zach was standing above 
me, having dropped the turkey in front of himself 
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so that | wouldn’t claw him for it. | was on the floor, 
ripped pieces of the turkey shredded on the floor 
around me. The rest was in my mouth. | turned to 
look at my parents, only to see scared expressions 
plastered on their faces. 

| looked down at my arms and hands to see that 
they were brown paws. And not just any paws, but 
canine paws. And not just any canine paws, but 
wolf ones. | moved my head around to see my body 
and came to the realization that | had transformed 
into a wolf. A large, dark brown-almost black-one. 
My fur resembled the color of my natural hair. That 
was interesting. 

| looked at my parents again. They were obviously 
scared. | didn’t like having them scared of me. | 
trotted up to them. They stepped back. | sat, 
lowering my head. | didn’t like seeing them scared 
of me. | hoped that if | appeared less threatening, 
then maybe they wouldn’t be afraid of me. 
“Fiona?” mom asked, extending her hand 
hesitantly towards me. 

| looked up as she slowly approached me. 
Eventually, she petted my head. Slowly, dad 
followed suit. My vision started going blurry fora 
moment before clearing back up again. When that 
happened, mom and dad both jumped back in 
alarm. | looked down at my paws and noticed them 
changing back to human. Once my hand was fully 
hand, | looked down to see the rest of me was fully 
human. 

Once | was sure of that, | stood up and looked at 
my parents. 

“Is that proof enough?” | asked. 
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Mom and dad just stared at me in shock. | turned to 
look at Zach. He was leaning up against the 
counter, his arms crossed over his chest. He just 
nodded to me. 

“It might take them a while to come to terms with 
the change,” he explained, “but they’ll come 
around.” 

| nodded and then grabbed my clothes and put 
them on. Once | was clothed, dad snapped out of 
his shock and asked, “how long have you been able 
to transform like that?” 

| shrugged. “Just found out a few minutes ago,” | 
replied and gestured to Zach with my head. 

Dad looked at Zach and then asked him, “can | 
speak to you in private for a moment, please?” 
“Sure,” Zach replied with a nod and then followed 
dad into my parent’s bedroom. 

Once they had closed the door, mom snapped out 
of her shock and rushed over to me. She started 
checking me all over, freaking out. | tried to calm 
her down but didn’t succeed all that well. When dad 
and Zach came out of the bedroom, dad looked a 
little defeated. Mom stopped fussing over me and 
turned to him, waiting to hear whatever he had to 
Say. 

Zach appeared indifferent, as always. How 
infuriating. 

Dad finally sighed and told me, “I love you, honey. 
I’m gonna miss you.” 

| gave him a hug and he hugged me back. 

“I’m gonna miss you too,” | replied, “we need to 
make sure to visit.” 

Dad nodded at my suggestion, agreeing with me. 
Mom tried to make a fuss, but dad calmed her 
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down. Dad told her that he’d explain everything to 
her later, in private. That calmed mom down a 
little, but not by much. 

“I’m going to scout the perimeter, really quick,” 
Zach told me, “spend some time with your family. 
We leave in the morning.” 

| nodded and he left. When he returned, my 
parents were holding me while we all sat on the 
couch in the living room. Mom was telling me all 
kinds of stories about when she was little, when she 
met dad, and when | was a baby. Dad was just 
smiling at me sadly, holding me and mom as much 
as he could. | understood why they were acting this 
way; | didn’t know when the next time | would see 
them would be, either. 

Zach stayed nearby, all the rest of the evening, but 
in another room so that | could spend the time, as 
privately with my parents as possible. It was nice. 
Mom, dad, and | all ended up falling asleep in the 
living room, together. We woke up on the living 
room floor, the next morning, holding one another. 
When we woke up, Zach was in the kitchen, having 
made us breakfast. 

He had made us pancakes. That was nice of him. 
None of us thought we were super hungry, but our 
stomachs told us a different story. | was surprised 
by how many pancakes | ate. | lost count after the 
fifth helping. | was worried that | was going to end 
up getting fat, but Zach assured me that that would 
never happen. 

When | asked why, he told me that my abilities 
would burn through the calories faster than | could 
eat them. If anything, | was going to end up as a 
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skeleton if | didn’t eat half the meal | had just 
inhaled. Something to look forward to. 

After breakfast, | changed my clothes. Then mom 
and dad shared a farewell hug with me that ended 
with the three of us crying rivers. I’m not 
exaggerating all that much; there was a large 
puddle on the floor-made from my tears-afterward. 
Finally, Zach got me out the front door. He let me 
bring my board, so | skated down the street next to 
him as he walked. 

That morning, | wore a black ribbed crop top, blue 
jean shorts, and black high tops. | knew that | most 
likely wasn’t going to be able to wear anything like 
it again, since now | was a Princess and all, so 
that’s why | chose to wear that outfit. Zach hadn’t 
looked twice at my outfit, so | guessed he either 
didn’t mind or didn’t care. My parents, on the other 
hand, seemed to care very much. But they dropped 
it when they realized | wasn’t planning on 
changing. 

Zach led me down the street. | didn’t know which 
way to go, so | was happy to let him lead me. We 
passed the school on our way and | noticed my 
friends. They waved me over, but | shook my head 
and continued to follow Zach. | wanted to run to my 
friends and tell them what was going on, but | 
figured if that was a good idea Zach would have 
given me the go-ahead right off the bat. But he 
didn’t, so | stuck to following him down the street. 
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Log 28, | think that’s what number I’m on. 

I’m losing track. 

The bosses won’t get off the coms, half the time. 
Anyway, Agent Elizabeth Barton reporting again. 
Rainbow Skater is on the move. 

| repeat; Rainbow Skater is on the move. 

She’s out in the open, but her bodyguard is 
guarding her. 

We can’t get close. 

The bosses said to shoot at her once she came 
into view, but we’ve got a problem with that; the 
sniper we received to do the job came in a box 
that says, “some assembly required.” 

We opened the box and found that the whole 
stinking gun needed to be built. 

So, we built it, and now every time Jake or | try to 
aim it at Rainbow Skater-or anything for that 
matter-it falls apart! 

Yes, we built it properly! 

Jake built it, that should be proof enough. 

But it’s not working! 

Can't do anything with it! 

We need help. 

This isn’t going to work, and our window is 
closing. 

Dang it! 

Alright, this thing is seriously getting on my 
nerves. 

Jake, do you mind? 

Thank you. 
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Chapter 5: The 
Palace and My 
Abilities 

After walking a good ways, we managed to find the 
palace. Or, more accurately, Zach led me there 
while | made things difficult for him because | didn’t 
pay attention to where we were going. Zach had to 
pull me out of the way of moving vehicles more 
than once. It was a fun game. | like making things 
hard for Zach. | don’t know why. It’s just fun, | 
guess. We didn’t bump into any trouble on the way 
there, but we did run into a little traffic down the 
busy streets. 

When we arrived at the palace gates, there were 
hundreds of guards marching around the grounds 
on the other side. The two guards guarding the 
gate opened the gate for us before we even 
reached it. How quaint. 

All of the guards wore red and blue uniforms. 
Seeing them in uniform, | started imagining Zach in 
uniform with them. | was starting to suspect that he 
could read my mind or something because he 
looked at me funny and gave me this look that said 
something along the lines of ‘what the hell is going 
on inside your head, little miss crazy?’ 

| ignored his look. 

The palace was absolutely amazing. It had a little of 


everything, like it was made up of hundreds of 
different cultures-which | had learned about in 
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world history: centuries ago other countries sailed 
to Estua in hopes of colonizing the island country, 
only to find the original Princess Mythos ruling and 
one thing led to another before the other nations 
were forced to only influence Estua through means 
of trade rather than control. 

Anyways, there were guards around every corner of 
the palace and maids around every other corner. | 
hadn’t realized how many people worked here, 
much less lived in the country! | wasn’t even sure 
how big Estua was. 

Zach didn’t give me a tour. Instead, he led me 
straight into a science chamber with multiple 
people working in it. | wasn’t at all sure what they 
were working on, because a few of the people were 
sowing a navy blue fabric. When we entered the 
room, everyone turned and bowed, said “your 
majesty,” and then went back to work. 

“What the hell?” was my response, although my 
voice was extremely quiet. 

“You'll get used to it,” Zach muttered and 
continued walking. 

| followed him. He led me down the short flight of 
stairs towards the group of people working with the 
fabric. 

“How’s it coming?” Zach asked them. 

“Nearly done. Should just need the right 
measurements,” a dark-skinned man wearing a lab 
coat replied, looking over the laptop in his hands. 
“Bust thirty-five, waist twenty-seven, hips thirty- 
four,” Zach automatically replied. 

| just looked at him, with my mouth open. The dark- 
skinned man only nodded and replied, “noted,” 
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while a redheaded woman behind him started 
adjusting the dark blue fabric in her hands. 

“Tight or loose?” she asked, looking up at me. 
“Uh,” was all | said. 

“Bit of both, then,” she decided and turned her 
attention back to her work. 

“She’s making your suit,” Zach informed me, and 
kept walking as he told the others to ‘keep up the 
good work.’ 

“Who were they?” | asked, following Zach out of the 
room. 

“Owain Jenkins and his team of researchers are the 
best scientists we have in the kingdom,” Zach 
replied, “Bianca Trevor and her team of 
dressmakers couldn’t be more qualified to make 
mythological clothing for you. That’s who they are.” 
“Where are we going?” | asked him. 

“To work on your abilities,” Zach replied, “since 
you've been able to bring out two, already, we'll 
strengthen them before moving on.” 

“Mermaid and werewolf,” | concluded, “so we’re 
going to the pool for one and where for the other?” 
“You'll see,” Zach replied as we continued walking. 
He led me down a few hallways, turning here and 
there. It wasn’t until we came to a room that 
seemed really similar to a bar-not that I'd ever 
been to a bar before-that we stopped. The walls 
were blue and tan. The color was a smooth 
sandstone. Chairs and tables lined the walls and 
filled the room. There was a bar at the end of the 
room that had a separate room behind it, 
connected by a door, which | guessed was a kitchen 
or something like that. No one else was there. 
“What are we doing here?” | asked. 
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“This is our starting point,” Zach replied, turning 
around to face the hallway we came in from. 
“We're going to go on a very fast tour. Think of it as 
a race.” 

“We're practicing wolf?” | guessed. 

Zach nodded. “Wolves are perfect marathoners. 
That should help you run better.” 

“So we're running,” | tried to understand, “me 
against you.” 

Zach nodded again. “All we’re going to do with the 
wolf is bring her out and go for a run,” he 
explained, “Hailee Shaw is making her way to the 
other side of the palace with some food for when 
we get there. Sniff it out and you'll reach the finish 
line. That’s all you have to do.” 

“Sniff out food, got it,” | muttered, shaking off my 
nerves and trying to prepare myself for the race. 
Then something occurred to me; | wasn’t sure how 
to bring my inner wolf out again without already 
seeing and smelling meat. How was | supposed to 
do it on my own? Plus, | was still wearing my 
clothes. Should | take them off so that they 
wouldn't rip? 

“Taking them off would be good,” Zach agreed with 
me, though | wasn’t sure how he knew what | was 
thinking. “But you’re about to get new clothes, so if 
you want to let the ones you’re wearing rip, it’ll be 
fine.” 

“What kind of clothes am | gonna get?” | asked, 
letting his answer be the deciding judge for me. 
“Clothes that will be better for you,” he replied. 

| nodded and decided to keep my clothes on. | tried 
to remember what it felt like to be a wolf and tried 
to use that memory to help me transform. At first, | 
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didn’t think anything was happening. When | 
opened my eyes, | was right. | groaned and looked 
over at Zach, who just stood there waiting. 

“Little help?” | asked him. 

He shook his head. “You've got it,” he told me, 
“just quit trying so hard. Let your body relax. 
Become, don’t think.” 

That wasn’t very helpful, but | tried it. | stopped 
thinking about what it was like being a wolf. | told 
myself that | was a wolf. | told myself that my 
senses were Sharp, that | was fast, and that | could 
wipe that look off Zach’s face with one snarl. Zach 
cut through my concentration, asking if | was ready 
as | heard the sound of ripping fabric and felt a 
little warmer. | also felt a little off balanced. 

| opened my eyes, about to tell him that ‘no, | was 
not ready,’ when | noticed | was shorter than him. | 
had always been shorter than him, but | was even 
shorter than usual now. | grinned, though | knew it 
wouldn't actually look like a grin on my face. | 
looked down and was happy to see my paws 
touching the floor instead of my feet. | looked up at 
Zach and got into a running stance, allowing my 
front paws to touch the ground. That solved my 
balance issue. 

Zach nodded and put both of his hands down on 
the floor. We were lined up evenly. Zach started 
counting down and | sniffed the air for my meal. It 
took a few seconds to find the scent, which is likely 
why Zach was counting for so long, but | found it. 
Once | had a trace of the smell to track, my vision 
seemed to change. 

| saw hallways. Multiple hallways. | saw myself 
racing down all of them, following a trail of thin 
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smoke that did not smell like smoke. It was like 
watching myself from a bird’s eyes or helicopter. 
Then my vision retraced itself and | was back where 
| was standing, but | could still see the thin smoke 
that smelled so good. Turkey, ham, beef, and 
chicken. It was an amazing aroma. 

“Two, one,” Zach was saying, “go!” 

And the two of us took off running. | was definitely 
faster than Zach. He was fast, almost right on my 
tail, but | was still much faster. | practically ignored 
him as | chased the smell. | wanted that food, that 
meat, and | wasn’t gonna let Zach beat me to it. | 
swerved around corners and people. | wasn’t at all 
sure where we were, or what everything looked 
like, | was solely focused on the delicious smelling 
food. And no one was going to get to it before me. 
| came to a stop, a few minutes later, in front of a 
young lady holding a tray of yummies. She was 
close to my uSual height, only a few inches shorter. 
Her hair was blonde but was darkening a little. She 
wore a simple white dress that looked very nice on 
her. The tray she was holding in her hand was the 
source of the delicious smell. She didn’t seem 
afraid of me, which | was glad of. | hadn’t liked it 
when my parents had been scared of me. 

| sat down and waited for Zach to catch up, looking 
over my shoulder to see if he was close yet. He 
appeared a few minutes later, looking a little tired. 
He put his hands on his knees, panting in the 
doorway and told us to ‘go ahead.’ 

| turned back to the girl | guessed was Hailee Shaw. 
She smiled at me as she put the tray down on the 
floor in front of me. | ripped into the food, eating as 
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quickly as | could. | was only partially sure where all 
that hunger suddenly came from. | was just hungry. 
“It’s a pleasure to meet you, your highness,” Hailee 
told me. 

| looked up at her and nodded before continuing to 
eat. It wasn’t until Hailee was draping a soft 
blanket over my shoulders that | realized | had 
changed back. | told her ‘Thank you’ and finished 
eating, now using my hands. Zach made his way 
over, appearing to be regaining his energy a little 
bit. Hailee handed him a protein bar, which he ate 
while introducing us. Zach explained that Hailee 
was my handmaiden. Basically, anything | needed, | 
just had to ask her and she'd take care of it. She 
was a very nice girl, just a year or two younger 
than me. 

After | had cleaned my plate, Zach took it from me 
as Hailee helped me wrap the blanket around 
myself in such a way that it actually appeared to be 
a dress. The blanket was gold and glittery. On me, 
it looked almost like a black-tie kind of dress, with 
only one shoulder and a very long train dragging on 
the floor. It was kind of cool. 

The room we were in appeared to be a living room, 
with white sofas and gold fixtures. The ceiling was 
painted with images of saints and angels in the 
clouds, which could easily have been heaven. 
Pillars lined the room a little bit, but only a few. A 
few antiques were here and there, while the coffee 
tables and such were gold and glass. It was a 
beautiful room, but | wasn’t sure why it was so 
fancy or what its purpose could possibly be, other 
than to sit in. 
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Hailee and Zach led me down the hallway. We 
passed through quite a few. One in particular 
caught my eye. It was a white and gold hallway like 
the rest, but it had a blood red carpet lining the 
floor. Zach and Hailee were leading me away from 
it. 

“What's down there?” | asked. 

“The forbidden tower,” Hailee replied, looking a 
little uneasy just being near it. 

“Which translates to: death,” Zach told me. 

| nodded. “No going that way, got it,” | muttered. 
Zach and Hailee both nodded and continued to lead 
me. Hailee left us at one intersection with her 
empty tray and told us she’d be back with more 
food in a bit. Zach and | kept walking. | was getting 
a little tired after having run all over the palace. 
We passed a few more servants and guards, down 
every hallway, before we came to a large room with 
a glass dome roof. The walls were a combination of 
glass and stone. And most of the floor was a large 
swimming pool. But there was something odd 
about the pool. Looking closely, | could see that the 
water was made up of three layers. And each layer 
was darker and deeper than the last, with larger 
water-dwelling creatures inside. 

“What the hell?” | muttered as | stared at it all. 
“The top layer is freshwater,” Zach explained, “the 
next is saltwater, and the bottom level is the 
bottom of the sea level. Though the pressure isn’t 
as bad here.” 

“Let me guess,” | said, “it has the mythical water 
dwellers in it.” 

Zach nodded and continued, “each level is 
separated by an invisible barrier of air that keeps 
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both the creatures and waters of the different 
levels from mixing. Each has a pocket of air 
between, so the mammals can go up for air, 
without having to swim through the other layers. 
The water is clean despite the creatures living in it 
and again, the pressure won’t affect you.” 

“And | can swim through all of them,” | concluded. 
Zach nodded again. “But first, you need to learn to 
swim,” he said and walked off. 

| didn’t even bother to ask how he knew | didn’t 
know how to swim. | was getting used to him 
knowing practically everything about me. He didn’t 
stop walking when | didn’t follow after him, so | 
continued to wait where | was. He was only gone 
for a minute. When he returned, he was wearing a 
wetsuit, holding a peculiar looking one in his hands. 
“That for me?” | asked. 

Zach nodded and explained, “Bianca is working on 
your suit, right now. But we need to start working 
on your abilities, so this suit will have to do until 
yours is ready.” 

“Whose is it?” | asked, taking the suit from him and 
sniffing it. It was clean but had a strange perfume 
smell on it. 

“Your predecessor's,” Zach replied calmly. 

“The last Princess,” | concluded, scrunching up my 
nose. 

Zach nodded and told me to put it on. | did, but 
Zach had to help me zip it up. The suit was way too 
big on me, but as soon as it was zipped up, the 
fabric proceeded to latch onto my skin and tighten. 
“Is it Supposed to do this?” | asked Zach, having a 
little difficulty breathing. 
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“It'll expand in the water,” Zach promised, “the last 
Princess always felt too big, despite her abilities 
taking care of that, so she had her suit made to 
where it would make herself feel skinnier than she 
was.” 

“Fun,” | choked. 

“You'll be fine,” Zach told me, “just get in the 
water.” 

| waddled over to the water, completely stiff, and 
let gravity pull me in. As soon as | went under, my 
body unstiffened, and | could move. The water was 
shallow, where | was, so | was able to stand. A little 
further into the water and the pool floor completely 
dropped off. The water was also cold, not freezing 
but cold. 

Zach sat down on the edge of the water, in front of 
me and explained, “we’re going to work our way up 
to the deeper waters, but for now we'll focus on 
basic swimming.” 

“Okay,” | replied, finally able to breathe again due 
to the suit suddenly not being so tight-it wasn’t 
loose though. 

“The first step,” Zach told me, “is putting your head 
in the water.” 

| nodded and put my head in the water. | blew air 
bubbles out of my nose until | ran out of air, then 
picked my head back up. Zach nodded, climbed in, 
and instructed me further. He taught me four 
strokes: butterfly, back, breast, and free. 

Butterfly was painful and tiring. | was practically 
drowning the whole time. Backstroke was alright, 
but it took a while to get the hang of. Breaststroke 
was interesting, sort of a combination of a frog kick 
and circling praying hands, but it was torture on my 
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legs. Freestyle was the easiest to do and looked 
more like the swimming stroke people do in 
movies. It was fun learning, but also a pain. | was 
exhausted early on into it. 

Zach had me practice for a while, so | could get the 
hang of swimming. After what seemed like hours, 
Zach let me out-more like helped me out-and we 
dried off. Hailee Shaw, brought over a tray of food 
that | didn't hesitate to devour. 

Hailee waited, with more food, on the side as Zach 
and | climbed back into the water. | was worried 
about getting indigestion or cramps since we didn't 
wait long after eating, but Zach convinced me it 
was an old wives’ tale and | would be fine. | was 
back in the water-while Zach waited on land-and he 
decided it was time to bring back the mermaid. 
After a moment of hesitation, | blew all the air out 
of my lungs and forced myself under. Out of breath, 
my body was more willing to change-more 
smoothly than before-so that | could breathe the 
water. | watched my scales and flippers forming. 
Out of curiosity of what would happen, | split my 
legs to keep them separated. 

My legs still became scaly, but it now appeared as 
if | was wearing flippers instead of a tail. | picked 
myself only a little out of the water, just enough to 
reveal my eyes, making sure to keep my gills in the 
water. | noticed that while a fish, | could see better 
under the water. Looking out of the water, the light 
felt thick and somewhat murky to me. The water 
was much easier and clearer to see in. 

Zach held up his hands for me to see. He made a 
thumbs up with his right hand and crossed his 
fingers at the same time. His left arm, he held as if 
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laying it on a flat surface. His right hand, in the 
funny shape, he made move up and down in front 
of his left arm. 

“Dolphin,” he said, which sounded muffled and 
bubbly to my ears. 

After | nodded, he changed his handshapes. He 
crossed his hands over each other and touched his 
thumbs together. Doing this, he wiggled his fingers. 
“Butterfly,” he said, still sounding muffled and a tad 
bit echoey. 

| nodded again and he changed his hands again. He 
made a ‘perfect’ sign with each hand and crossed 
them similarly to before. Then he pulled them away 
in a smooth motion. 

“Free,” he told me. 

Lastly, he cupped his hands but had them back to 
back. Then he moved them out and to the side, 
before bringing them back into a praying position. 
“Breast,” he said. 

| nodded, understanding him. He was going to sign 
the strokes to me, so | could see and do them 
without having to come up. Knowing this, | put my 
head back under and looked up at him. He looked a 
little fuzzy, but no longer murky bright. He pointed 
across the pool and then at his feet. Then showed 
me the breaststroke sign. 

| nodded and started swimming. It was easier to do, 
as a fish. | didn't have to come up to breathe. It was 
still tiring, but | was faster and it didn't last as long 
as it normally would have been. | reached the far 
wall, used it to push off and torpedoed myself back. 
It wasn't until | started slowing down from my 
torpedo speed, that | started swimming again. 
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When | made it back, Zach signed for me to do it 
again, but using backstroke instead of breaststroke. 
| did it fairly easily, but my arms and legs were 
getting a little tired. By keeping my neck and head 
in the water, | was able to constantly breathe the 
water through the gills on my neck. 

After backstroke, Zach signed for me to do it in 
butterfly. That was the tough one. | had to hold my 
breath or choke on both air and water, as | 
splashed around. But towards the end of it, | was 
swimming so much like a dolphin that it didn't 
matter as much. The only thing was; my legs fused 
into a tail. 

When | finished, | pulled my legs apart and they 
returned to scaly legs. That was good since Zach 
wanted me to swim freestyle. It was almost too 
easy to swim by then, even though | was tired. 
Exhausted, even. 

| swam all four strokes again and again, getting 
faster and stronger each round, even though | was 
tired. | was doing so well, swimming, | hardly 
noticed my own fatigue by a certain point. | felt 
strong and powerful. Like nothing could beat me. 
Finally, | stopped swimming as Zach waved me 
over. He climbed into the water and waved for me 
to follow him as he dove. | followed him and we 
came to the edge of the freshwater section, 
ignoring the fish and frogs swimming around us. 
Zach stuck his head out of the water, into the air 
underneath, and took a deep breath before 
plunging into the saltwater below. 

| followed him and plunged into the colder water. It 
took a moment for my body to adjust to the 
saltwater, as opposed to the freshwater. My gills 
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became unbearably hot and stung for a few 
moments before cooling down. My scales grew a 
tad bit thicker and my legs fused into a tail and 
refused to split apart again. | guessed | was only 
able to choose between legs and tail when in 
freshwater. 

| looked around and found Zach headless. It took 
me a moment to realize his head was above the 
water and that | was upside down. | flipped over 
and rose out of the water just enough for my eyes 
to be able to see his face. He pointed up and | 
looked up to see the freshwater above us. | looked 
back at Zach, who grinned at me. 

Then he pushed up against the water and was 
sucked up into the freshwater, appearing 
momentarily upside down so that he could breathe 
the air. | followed his lead and plunged into the 
freshwater again. My body protested, so | decided 
to try something risky. | dove right back into the 
saltwater, then into the freshwater, back and forth 
over and over. 

| was flooding my body with shock from freshwater, 
saltwater, and air. Finally, | stopped, my top half 
above the saltwater. But | wasn't in need of the 
water. | was breathing air and could see fine. | let 
myself sink under the water and could easily 
breathe. | splashed into the freshwater and could 
breathe. | was able to breathe and see clearly in all 
three, no burning sensations of suffocation or 
anything. 

Zach smiled at me, nodded, and led the way 
beneath the saltwater. Upside-down, breathing the 
air above the bottom of the ocean level, Zach and | 
looked below us to see all the saltwater fish, 
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dolphins, and a few whales. Looking up, we saw 
Kraken, fish humanoids, mermaids, giant eels, giant 
fish, dinosaur looking fish, and all kinds of odd 
creatures. 

“You first,” | told Zach. 

Zach shook his head and explained, “I can't go in 
there. | may be your bodyguard, but when it comes 
to mythical creatures, you're the only one who can 
protect me by controlling them.” 

“| can't control them,” | protested. 

“Not yet,” Zach agreed, “but you will.” 

After that, we swam back up to the surface of the 
freshwater level and climbed out of the top layer 
pool. Hailee was ready for us, holding towels and 
food. | was starving. | thanked Hailee repeatedly for 
the food, making her smile a little each time she 
told me that | had already thanked her and she had 
already told me that | was welcome. | didn’t care 
that | kept repeating myself. All | cared about was 
food. 
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Log 32, | think that’s the number. 

| lost count of the numbers a long time ago. 
Agent Elizabeth Barton reporting once again. 
Rainbow Skater is in the palace. 

| repeat, Rainbow Skater is in the palace. 

We can’t touch her, now. 

That doesn’t make the bosses very happy. 
More like furious, but there’s nothing we can do 
about that at the moment. 

Nothing’s worked in assassinating her, anyway, 
so | guess there just isn’t much point anymore. 
Still, whoever is in charge wants us to keep 
trying, so we'll try. 

Urgh. Not much to do, though! 

Jake-thanks. 
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Chapter 6: First 
Night in the 
Palace 


After Zach and | had dried off, he and Hailee led me 
to my room. It was only then that | realized | had 
been swimming all day. The sun was going down. 
We passed maids and guards on the way. My hair 
was still damp, but other than that | was dry 
courtesy of Hailee’s towels. We climbed the 
elaborate marble staircase up to the third floor and 
came to a set of white and gold double doors with 
crystal door handles. 

Zach and Hailee each opened a door at the same 
time, for me, revealing the dream that was my new 
room. On the left side of the room, from the door, 
was my bed. It was enormous. The sheets were 
blue-grey, with gold designs. The headboard was 
gold. Hanging above it, in a fancy design, were 
grey blue curtains. At the foot was one of those odd 
lounge chairs that look like benches, in the same 
designs as my sheets. Underneath the bed and 
bench-chair was a large square carpet in the same 
designs. 

On each side of the bed was a lamp, each ona 
bedside table, the same color as the walls but 
darker. The walls of the room were sort of an olive 
or weird asparagus color; like a greying faded tan- 
green. Next to the bedside lamp tables, on the wall, 
were large mirrors with gold rims. Hanging not far 
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from the bed, was a gold rimmed crystal 
chandelier, almost in the center of the room. 
Opposite the bedroom double doors was a vanity 
that matched the bedside tables, with gold rims. 
Close by, almost in the corner near the bed, was a 
small little area with a three-way view window. The 
curtains were the same as the ones above the bed. 
On the right side of the room, from the doors, was 
my own personal living room. Or that's what it 
appeared to be. The sofas were designed like my 
bedsheets and the coffee table was made of glass 
and gold. The carpet matched the carpet under my 
bed. Along the wall behind, opposite my bed, were 
pictures framed in gold. The pictures were of my 
family, friends, and me throughout my life, doing 
different things and just having fun together. 
There was another three-way window thing on the 
wall opposite the door, identical to the one on the 
other side. There were five ladies, dressed in the 
blue and white maid uniforms, in my room. They 
were dressing down the bed, closing the curtains at 
the windows and adjusting the angles of some of 
the furniture. When | walked into the room, all five 
turned to face me and bowed before returning to 
work. 

“This is my room?” | asked, taking in the sight. 

“Is it to your liking?” Hailee asked me. 

| just nodded, my eyes wide in wonder and my 
mouth open. | took a few minutes to just explore 
my room. When the maids were done with their 
work, they all lined up by the door and waited. 
Hailee and Zach waited by the pictures. 

When | made it over to them, | noticed that the 
picture in the middle of the wall was the picture | 
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had designed in Photoshop, the day before, but 
with a few more monsters tattooed to my back and 
instead of the woods, in the picture | was 
approaching a golden palace staircase. Also, the 
flames were more like eye shadow and my eyes, in 
the picture, were their normal amethyst purple. 
Zach put his hand on the picture and pushed a 
little, but not hard. The middle third of the wall 
moved backward and then slid to the right, 
revealing a secret walk-in closet. Inside my secret 
closet, hanging up interesting looking clothing, was 
my new personal tailor, Bianca Trevor. When the 
wall moved to reveal her, she turned to face us and 
bowed. 

“Your majesty,” she addressed me. 

“Uh...” was my reply as | looked around at all the 
clothes in my closet, “Fiona’s fine.” 

“As you wish, Princess Fiona,” Bianca replied. 
“Yeah, just Fiona is fine,” | told her, then turned to 
Hailee and the five maids, “for everyone. Just 
Fiona.” 

Everyone nodded and Zach pulled one of the outfits 
off the rack. It was a silvery blue, V-neck, short 
sleeve dress with lace designs. He handed it to me, 
and | took it. Zach walked out of the closet, turned 
around and waved at me as the wall slid closed 
behind him. All who were left in the closet were 
Bianca, Hailee, and myself. 

| turned to them and asked, “does he do that a 
lot?” 

“Do what?” Bianca asked. 

“Act like he knows better than everyone else.” 
They both nodded. 

“It’s kind of his job, at the moment,” Bianca replied. 


719 


Bianca helped me dress as Hailee added, “he used 
to be such a troublemaker and a bit of a troll before 
Madam Mythos passed away. She loved his 
playfulness and would always keep an eye out for 
him, because he would try and mess with her or us, 
occasionally.” 

“What changed?” | asked, curiously. 

“When she passed,” Bianca replied, “her 
bodyguard did as well. That’s the way it goes. The 
bodyguard is connected to the Princess in such a 
way that if she dies, so does he. Zachariah’s father 
was the Madam Mythos’ bodyguard. It was 
practically in his blood, that Zachariah would be 
chosen to be the next one. Then it happened and 
Zachariah’s mood switched and completely 
changed overnight.” 

Hailee snapped her fingers and finished saying, 
“suddenly he was serious and yearning to search 
for the new Princess. We had to hold him back and 
make him tell us the information we needed to 
prepare for you. As soon as he told us, he rushed 
out in search of you. He’s been such a different 
person than he used to be.” 

“Because | need him to be,” | guessed. 

Bianca and Hailee both nodded and the wall started 
moving again. The maids were gone, but Zach was 
there, looking bored. 

“| trust you know where the mirrors are,” he told 
me. 

| walked out of the closet, the ladies following me 
out before the wall closed back up, and | checked 
my reflection in the mirror. It was a beautiful dress 
and fit me perfectly. It wasn’t too tight or too loose 
but hugged me just enough. | looked really good in 
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it. | turned back around to face the others and 
smiled. 

“Thank you,” | told Bianca. 

She smiled and replied, “that’s what I’m here for. 
All of your clothes in there,” she gestured to the 
hidden closet, “will respond to your body and will 
change with you. They won't rip. I'll keep working 
on more. You can let me know-at any time-if you 
want something specific. I’ll make it.” 

“Thank you,” | repeated with a smile. 

She nodded, gave me a little bow and left the 
room. 

Hailee led me to the vanity. Once | sat down, she 
started doing my hair. The vanity had tons of hair 
accessories, but no jewelry, in its drawers. | 
watched my reflection in the mirror as Hailee 
brushed my hair out. Once my hair was smooth, 
she sprayed it with one of the bottles that were 
sitting against the mirror. 

When she was done, she asked me “what do you 
think?” 

| nodded, smiled, and thanked her. She nodded, 
with a smile, in reply. 

“I'll be back in the morning,” she told me, 
“goodnight, miss Fiona.” 

“Goodnight,” | replied and watched her leave the 
room. 

| looked around and found Zach lounging on the 
sofa. The other maids had already left at some 
point while | was dressing. 

Zach looked up at me and said, “time for bed.” 
“You're staying?” | asked him, “another bodyguard 
must?” 
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He rolled his eyes and replied, “I'm just staying 
until you fall asleep. | physically can't be far away 
until you're peaceful and are not in any danger. If 
danger comes, I'll be here immediately. If not, | 
might actually get to sleep.” 

| nodded and walked towards my bed. The maids- 
whose names | was determined to learn, soon-had 
already prepared it for me. | climbed under the 
sheets and lay down. | was tired, extremely tired, 
but had too many things on my mind to let myself 
drift off. | was staring at the ceiling when Zach 
grumbled in annoyance. 

“Out with it,” he muttered. “You're driving me 
crazy.” 

“Your life is connected to mine now,” | said. It 
wasn't a question. 

“It's complicated,” Zach replied, “if you were to die, 
so would I. Yes. But if | were to die, you would not. 
Still, there's more to it. Right now, since you 
haven't been coronated yet, your body hasn't gone 
completely Mythos. So right now, you're the most 
vulnerable you will ever be within the span of your 
entire life. Once you're coronated, your body will go 
Mythos and change so that it is almost impossible 
to kill you.” 

“Which is why the Princess always dies of old age,” 
| guessed. 

“That is correct,” Zach replied, “although, it is 
possible for the Mythos Princess to be murdered. 
But | won't let that happen, so you don't need to 
worry about it.” 

“How would a Princess be killed?” | asked curiously. 
“You just said that once she’s Mythos, she’s 
impossible to kill.” 
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“| said almost impossible,” Zach corrected. 

Zach was silent for a time before muttering quietly, 
“once she's gone Mythos, only time and the 
bodyguard have the capability of killing her.” 

| sat up in bed, at that. 

“Whatever the Princess needs, the bodyguard takes 
care of it,” Zach explained cautiously, meeting my 
gaze, “it's rare. Only happened twice, that we know 
of. But occasionally, a Princess will decide that it's 
the next one’s turn and so the bodyguard does 
what's necessary to give the Princess what she 
needs.” 

Zach looked away after that. We were both quiet 
for some time. 

“What's your other question?” he asked, after a few 
moments of silence. 

“Your dad was the last bodyguard,” | muttered, 
“so...who's your mother?” 

Zach shrugged and replied, “I never met her. She 
was the last Princess's ambassador for Estua. She 
was in America at the time | was born. By American 
laws, I’m technically American even though I’m 
Estuan. Anyway, something went wrong, right after 
| was born, and my mother’s heart stopped. By the 
time my dad was able to come, my mom was dead. 
The doctors explained everything to my dad and he 
brought her body and myself back here. There was 
a funeral. The Princess, herself, said a few words. 
And | grew up destined to be the next bodyguard.” 
“I'm sorry for your loss,” | told him. “For both your 
parents.” 

He only nodded and replied, “it's time for bed.” 

“Do you miss them?” | asked. 
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He nodded. “More than you know. Now, it's time for 
bed.” 
| nodded and lay back down. But | still couldn't go 
to sleep. | was thinking about everything | had 
learned that day. 
What startled me out of my thoughts was Zach. He 
was singing a sweet melody and he had an 
amazing voice that | hadn’t expected. 
He sang; 
“Sky unfold 
Myth be told 
Tell one, tell all 
Sky unfold 
Myth be told 
Tell one, tell all 
Who can say what must be said? 
Who can reign supreme? 
Only one is worthy 
The only one unseen 
Sky unfold 
Myth be told 
Tell one, tell all 
Sky unfold 
Myth be told 
Tell one, tell all 
Creatures of the night 
She does not fear nor fight 
All of them turn to the light 
As she shows them her might 
Sky unfold 
Myth be told 
Tell one, tell all 
Sky unfold 
Myth be told 
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Tell one, tell all” 
| recognized the song. | had only heard it a few 
times, though. It was our country’s traditional 
melody, usually only sung at the coronation of the 
Princess. | knew that from my history classes. | had 
never heard it sung as a lullaby, though; it had 
always been sung to teach us how to sing it, at 
school. But hearing Zach sing it just sounded right. 
| ended up falling asleep to the sound of his voice. 
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Log 38. 

Agent E. Barton reporting. 

We haven’t seen an opportunity to attack. 

Even though that’s exactly what the bosses want 
us to do. 

There’s absolutely nothing for us to do, here. 

| honestly doubt we’re ever going to get the 
opportunity to attack again. 

Why won't whoever’s in charge call us off so we 
can go home and sleep? 

| don’t care about the mission, anymore. 

| just want some food, a shower, and a good 
night’s sleep. 

Is that too much to ask? 

Apparently so. 

Sadly, it’s not likely to happen any time soon. 
Jake- 
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Chapter 7: Inner 
Monsters Coming 
Out to Play 


| woke up to find Zach standing by the doors, his 
hands behind his back. He looked so formal, but he 
was wearing jeans and a black T-shirt that read in 
white letters: 

Adulting Is Not An Option Today 
“You sure you didn't sleep in here?” | asked with a 
yawn, rubbing the sleep out of my eyes. 
“I'm sure,” he replied, “Hailee is on her way.” 
| nodded and climbed out of bed. | looked at myself 
in the mirror on the right side of my bed and was 
surprised to find that | didn't have a bedhead. 
Normally | would have one. All of a sudden, a 
thought came to mind. 
“Where's the restroom?” | asked. 
“Mirror,” he replied, looking bored. 
| lightly touched the mirror in front of me and 
pushed. It turned in the center, like one of those 
glass doors that spin. | walked through, to find a 
beautiful bathroom. It was sandstone and white 
marble. A crystal chandelier hung from the ceiling, 
adding extra light. Scented candles burned gently, 
Surprisingly not a fire hazard. A large mirror 
covered the wall behind the enormous tub. In it, | 
could see myself completely. 
After taking care of business, | decided to take a 
bath. The water was warm, and the candles 
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smelled amazing. Sitting in the tub reminded me of 
when Zach first showed me my abilities. Thinking of 
that, | remembered what he told me afterward: that 
| should check my back for markings of what 
creatures | unlocked. Curious, | got on my knees- 
still in the tub-turned so that my back faced the 
mirror and looked. 

Sure enough, between my shoulder blades-almost 
side by side-were images of a mermaid and a wolf's 
head. They looked like tattoos, on my skin. The wolf 
head was grey, and the mermaid was a copper 
color with a green tail. The markings were 
interesting but strange. | wondered what the next 
one would be. 

| finished bathing and dried off. | was in nothing but 
two towels-one for my body and one for my hair- 
when the mirror door opened. Zach was on the 
other side, holding it open for me. | walked through 
and he closed the mirror behind me. Hailee was 
opening the wall to the closet, waiting patiently for 
me. | followed her inside and the wall slid closed 
behind us. 

“What should | wear?” | asked her, looking around 
at my various choices. 

“Do you know what you'll be doing today?” was 
Hailee’s reply. 

“| assume Zach's gonna help me unlock a few more 
monsters,” | told her. 

She nodded and suggested, “something you can 
run in, perhaps.” 

| nodded and grabbed a random outfit that had 
pants. | looked it over on the hanger. It was some 
sort of Sci-Fi looking black and silver catsuit that 
came with silver arm warmers and attached heel 
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boots. It looked weird on the hanger and looked a 
little strange on me but didn't look bad. It fit me as 
easily as the nightgown had and was comfortable. 
Zach slid the wall open, as soon as | decided | was 
dressed for the day. 

Zach and Hailee led me through the palace, into a 
room that was large, open, and had both a living 
room and dining room. The table was long. The 
entire room was fancy and enormous. A waitress 
was placing food on the table as we walked in. | 
was confused when there was only one plate on the 
table. | asked if all of the servants and guards had 
already eaten. 

“No ma’am,” the waitress replied. 

“Well get them in here,” | told her, “Everyone 
needs breakfast.” 

She looked at Zach for a second, who nodded to 
her before she disappeared from view. As | sat 
down, the waitress returned with a large group of 
people carrying plates of food, who all looked a 
little nervous and confused. They sat down at the 
table and ate with me, Hailee and Zach included. At 
first, it was a little awkward. Then the conversation 
started rolling and soon it was almost a party. And | 
can’t forget to mention that the food was delicious. 
| learned the names of over half the people in the 
palace. How? Let’s just say that | have a really good 
memory. Me becoming more Mythos was likely 
helping too. | won’t repeat the names of all the staff 
right now, because that would be boring for you. I'll 
just mention that the waitress’s name was Chelsea, 
and | finally knew the names of the maids from the 
night before: Marie, Paige, Harmony, Kyla, and 
Hollie. After breakfast, the servants and everyone 
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thanked me for allowing them to join me and | told 
them it was not a problem before they headed back 
to work. 

After breakfast, Zach led me-while Hailee followed- 
to a corridor that appeared more medieval than 
anything else, complete with stone staircases going 
up to six stories, statues, and gargoyles. Zach 
confirmed my suspicions that we would be 
unlocking more of my abilities that day. But he also 
explained that we would start by awakening my 
inner wolf again, first. He then instructed me on 
what to do. 

| reminded myself of what it was like being a wolf 
and somehow willed myself back into one. My 
clothes didn’t rip, only disappeared as my fur 
appeared. | was fully clothed when | morphed back 
into a human. Then | climbed the stairs up to the 
third-floor level and looked over the railing, where 
Hailee and Zach were waiting. | was still, simply 
listening, and imagined myself as a bat. | imagined 
what it might be like to be a small, furry, little 
creature with wings. 

| leaned over the edge of the railing and let myself 
fall. Zach looked tense for a moment, ready to run 
and catch me, then relaxed as | opened my arms 
and swooped back up into the air. | looked down at 
myself and noticed that | was a lot smaller than 
before, and my body was covered in fur. My arms 
were thin bat wings. | had turned into a bat. 

| flew around a little bit, flapping my wings, before 
resting upside down by my feet on the stair railing. 
| pulled myself up in time before | morphed back to 
normal. | looked over my left shoulder, at my back, 
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and saw a small bat tattoo looking marking 
forming. 

| smiled and took in a deep breath before leaning 
over the railing again and morphing back into a 
bat. | flew around a little more before flying down 
and resting on Zach’s hand. | morphed back into 
myself and found Zach holding me effortlessly, 
sitting me on only one arm, before setting me down 
on my own feet. | ran back up the stairs, higher this 
time. 

| did the same thing | had when morphing into a 
bat, but as a Phenix this time. It was easy, 
imagining myself as a fiery bird, but | had to be 
careful not to burn anything. Zach had been smart 
by bringing me to a stone corridor that didn’t have 
anything flammable. | still scorched the stones a 
little, though. | just gotta say | was flaming hot. 
Again, | practiced a second time before moving on 
to the next creature. Turning into a dragon was one 
of the most awesome ones. | nearly set the place 
on fire, though. The Pegasus, unicorn, and spider 
were a little strange, but not uncomfortable to 
morph into. Though having eight limbs instead of 
four felt extremely weird. | continued morphing into 
various creatures. 

There were almost endless possibilities when it 
came to what | could transform into, though | could 
only transform into animal-like mythical creatures 
from all branches of mythology. After | had finished 
practicing morphing into all those land and air 
creatures, Zach and Hailee led me back to the pool. 
| guessed that we were going to try out some 
aquatic creatures. 

Zach corrected me on that. 
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“You've transformed into all the creatures you 
can,” Zach explained to me, “all of the other ones, 
you can’t transform into, but you can control.” 
“How do | do that?” | asked. 

“Think of the creatures as an extension of yourself. 
Like a limb that your brain has to tell to do 
something in order to make it move. The creatures 
will listen to you,” he told me. 

With this in mind, Zach and | dove into the water 
and swam to the bottom layer. Neither of us had 
changed into wetsuits, though. Almost as soon as 
we splashed into the water, all the creatures 
approached us in curiosity. 

| started panicking but Zach calmed me down, 
telling me | was in control. 

| followed his instructions and started controlling 
them, one by one. | only controlled one creature at 
a time, though, unless there were multiple of the 
same species, in which case | was able to control 
the entire group. The mermaids looked a lot like 
humanoid seaweed with some shark and dolphin 
resemblance. They were the largest in number of 
the water creature groups present. 

Zach had already shown me the truck and whale- 
sized tubes that let the water creatures into the top 
and middle layer pools, in the first place. He had 
shown me those the day before. The tube for the 
saltwater monsters was double the size of the first 
two, combined. The bottom of the bottom layer 
pool was deeper and darker than the other two had 
been. Zach couldn’t go very deep in the bottom 
layer, so he stayed on the surface as | explored and 
practiced controlling the creatures. 
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| talked with the mermaids, who sounded almost 
normal to me, and learned their names. | talked to 
the sirens, who were very friendly-by the way, 
sirens and mermaids are two completely different 
species. Sirens are bird-like women who like to sing 
while mermaids are fish-looking women. 

| played pattycake with the kraken. The giant squid- 
looking creature was a little rude but was easily 
controllable. The sea serpent was a little stuck up, 
but | corrected his behavior without a problem. The 
hippocampi were very friendly and sweet, but the 
kelpie was a little over-friendly and kept trying to 
mess with Zach when | focused on the other 
creatures instead of controlling it. The loch ness 
monster was shy but warmed up to me after a little 
while. 

After | was done playing with the monsters, | swam 
back up to the surface and Zach and | climbed out 
of the pool. As we dried off, | noticed that my 
clothes heated up and steamed, all on their own. | 
was dry, aside from my hair and the bare parts of 
my arms, in only a few minutes. | was starting to 
like Bianca’s handiwork more and more. Zach was 
soaking wet, though. Hailee gave him a towel to 
dry off with since | wasn’t really needing it other 
than to dry out my hair. 

Hailee, Zach, and | headed to lunch after that. | had 
to tell Chelsea to invite the entire staff again before 
they would join us on their own. After lunch and the 
staff had thanked me for allowing them to join me, | 
told them that they shouldn’t have to wait for me to 
invite them in order for them to eat with me. Once | 
was Sure they understood, they headed back to 
work, and Zach led me back to the stone corridor. 
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Hailee had gone off to work on something. | wasn’t 
sure what. Maybe get more food for me? It was a 
possibility despite the fact that | had just eaten. 
Back in the corridor, Zach explained to me that not 
only could | transform into creatures and control 
them, but that | could also summon them. | just had 
to imagine them appearing and they would. | tried 
it out, imagining various monsters appearing, and 
found it was rather easy to summon and send back. 
The monsters seemed a little confused or annoyed 
when | summoned them. But they didn’t attack or 
do much of anything because | wouldn’t let them. | 
was too nervous to let them have control over their 
own bodies. 

| ended up summoning a werewolf-and there is a 
difference between the wolf | kept morphing into 
and werewolves-a fairy, pixie, goblin, orc, vampire- 
named Spike-a zombie, living mummy, living 
skeleton, the Frankenstein’s monster-who was very 
shy and kind-an actual ghost, and more. | sent 
them all back-to wherever | had summoned them 
from-shortly after saying ‘hi’ and introducing 
myself. 

Franky had been one of the only nice ones who 
wasn’t super annoyed or grumpy with being 
summoned by me. He had looked like someone had 
stuck mismatched body parts together to form him, 
and he wasn’t very pretty, but he was the sweetest 
thing | had met in a long time. Sweeter than a pen 
full of puppies. And that is saying something. 
Summoning Medusa had been scary. | was the only 
one who looked at her when | summoned her 
because | was the only one who could. If Zach or 
anyone else had looked at her, they would have 
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become stone. But Zach had looked away in time 
and no one else was in the room. Something 
protected me from being turned to stone when 
looking at her, though | did feel a little heavy when 
she looked at me. | only summoned her to 
introduce myself, say hi, and then sent her back to 
wherever | had summoned her from. 

| was about to try to summon the spider lady-the 
one mentioned in just about every sort of 
mythology known-when Zach stopped me. When he 
told me not to summon her, | asked why. 

“She may not seem like it, but she’s always been 
the most dangerous monster to summon. She 
should only be summoned in the most desperate of 
situations, and only if you want someone dead.” 
The look in his eyes was scary determined. Almost 
as if he had seen firsthand the horrors that he 
inaudibly claimed the spider woman did. 

“Okay,” | decided, “hands off the spider lady.” 
Zach nodded and that was the end of it. 

By the time | had successfully practiced 
summoning monsters a couple of times, it was time 
for dinner. The entire palace staff joined me for 
dinner, that night. | didn’t have to tell them, for 
once. 

We actually gathered in a larger dining room than 
we had been eating in for breakfast and lunch. It 
had longer tables, more chairs, and more red, 
white, and gold. Dinner was so much like a party, | 
almost thought it was. 

Before anyone left, they’d turn and bow to me, tell 
me goodnight, and then leave. | was starting to get 
used to their formality, but | was still a little 
annoyed by it. | didn’t feel like a Princess. | felt like 
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| was a guest at someone else’s house, who kept 
looking up to me so much that | had to repeatedly 
tell them that | was just as equal to them. After 
dinner, Zach and Hailee led me back to my room. 
After | had bathed that night, Hailee did my hair 
again. She put it into a loose bun on top of my 
head, so that it wouldn’t bother the back of my 
head. Bianca came in to check on how | was liking 
my clothes and added a few new ones to the closet. 
| was definitely gaining a variety of colors in that 
wardrobe, no doubt about it. 

Zach had a quiet conversation with her as | dressed 
into a nightgown that was similar to the one from 
the night before-but slightly longer and a gold 
color. 

Bianca turned to me and asked me to pick a color. | 
instinctively picked blue, just because. She nodded 
and left the room with a bow. Hailee bid me 
goodnight and left as well. Zach stayed, taking a 
seat on the sofa as usual. 

“Wanna tell me what’s going on?” | asked him. 

“| asked Bianca to make something specific for 
tomorrow,” he replied, “which you will find out in 
the morning. You don’t need to know until then.” 

| shrugged, knowing he was probably right, and 
climbed into bed. | was so tired, | fell asleep almost 
instantly. | dreamt | was flying through the air, 
soaring above the clouds. 
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Log 83. 

Agent E.B. here. 

We have reason to believe that the bodyguard 
will be taking the Princess-| mean Rainbow 
Skater-out of the palace for an entire day. 

The bosses say that this is the time we’ve been 
needing, so we need to do something and fast. 
We're gonna give assassination another shot. 
Where is her bodyguard taking her? 

Not sure. 

But this is our-possibly last-opportunity. 

We're taking it. 

We're going to follow and see what we can do. 
That pretty much sums up the entire plan. 

| know: yikes. 

But there’s not much else we can think of. 
Whatever. 

Here you go, Jake. 

Thanks. 
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Chapter 8: The 
Need to Scream 


When | woke up, Zach was closing the doors to my 
bedroom behind him. He must have just walked in. 
He was wearing his usual jeans and a black t-shirt, 
but today’s read: 
Don’t Mess With Me 
| Have Unlimited Sarcasm 

That Will Go Off If You Get Too Close 
He waited where he was as | bathed. My entire 
back and many other areas of my body-really the 
only place | wasn’t covered was my head-were 
covered in markings of all the monsters | had 
transformed into, controlled, and summoned the 
day before. There wasn’t much room left on my 
skin. Just my face and one little spot on the small of 
my back was still clear. | assumed it was the spot 
where the spider lady’s mark would go if | ever 
ended up summoning her. 
Bianca and Hailee were ready for me when | exited 
the bathroom. Bianca had made a special outfit for 
me, that looked almost like normal clothes. The 
outfit consisted of silver pants, a shiny sky-blue 
blouse, a silver jacket with elbow-length sleeves, a 
dark silver belt, and dark silver sneakers. It was 
both comfortable and stylish on me. 
Hailee put my hair up in a ponytail with a thin braid 
going along it. To top off the look, Bianca put a 
silver baseball cap with an embroidered sky-blue 
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paw print on the side of it on my head. | looked 
cute in my new look. 

Breakfast was similar to how dinner had been: a 
delicious party with the palace staff. After 
breakfast, Zach led me outside, to find a limo 
waiting. 

“Where are we going?” | asked him. 

“Somewhere where you can do exactly what you 
need to do,” he replied. 

“And what’s that?” | asked, somewhat nervous and 
somewhat curious. 

“You need to scream,” he replied simply. 

| was not expecting an amusement park. | could 
hear people screaming on the rides long before we 
got close. | had never been to the Estua 
Amusement Park before. 

Going to the amusement park didn’t have anything 
to do with money but had everything to do with 
time; my family never had time to go to the EAP, 
we never had time to go out to the movies, we 
never had time to go out and do anything other 
than work and school. Being the Princess and not 
needing to go to school, | guessed | had more free 
time. 

We didn’t even have to go through security. One 
look at Zach and the security guy simply waved us 
through. None of the sensors screamed at us 
anyway. The first thing we did was stop by the 
bathroom and water fountains. After that, we 
walked through the crowds towards one of the 
rides. 

The Amusement Park was decorated for the 
upcoming coronation ceremony. How did | know 
that? The decorations were monsters, fog 
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machines, spooky designs, and there was a 
banister at the front that welcomed people and 
said: 
A Special Warm Welcome to The New 
Princess! 
Who Could She Be? 
Zach led me straight to a ride that | was 
immediately terrified of. It was called “The Spider 
Drop” and was nothing more than a tower that 
looked like a web, with a giant black animatronic 
spider on top. 
| watched as the people riding rose up to the top 
and then dropped at alarming speeds. Then the 
‘legs’ of the spider extended outwards into the 
open air and spun the people in their seats as they 
dropped towards the ground. Before the people 
could hit the ground, however, the ride reversed 
and went back up along the web. The ride did this 
about three to five times. | was too scared watching 
it that | lost track of the number. 
| had never been on a ride in my life, but | guessed 
that The Spider Drop was the worst one. 
“Can we not?” | asked Zach as we got in line. 
“The first ride should always be the hardest,” Zach 
told me. 
“Why?” | asked. 
“Once you’ve gone on the worst one for you, all the 
others don’t bother you,” he replied. 
“Well, why do | even need to scream, anyway?” | 
asked. 
“I'll explain more later, but it’ll be easier to explain 
when | show you,” Zach somewhat explained, 
“there’s more to your powers than what meets the 
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eye. In order to fully control them, you need to get 
used to screaming. Screaming helps.” 

“Screaming good,” | agreed with a nod, even 
though | wasn’t sure why | was agreeing to this. 
“Does it have to be this one, though?” | pleaded, 
“can we do something smaller?” 

Zach shook his head and brought us around the 
side of the line to the front. A few people protested 
but stopped when Zach held out his wrist for them 
to see. 

| hadn’t noticed before, maybe because he wasn’t 
wearing a wrist band to hide it anymore, but on the 
inside of Zach’s wrist was the royal guard crest- 
embedded in his skin the way the monster 
markings marked me. The crest was a grey-blue 
and green striped shield that was in a shape that 
somewhat reminded me of a dragon. The silhouette 
of a sword was in the center of the shield in black. 
The crest was small on Zach’s wrist, only about the 
size of an inch on all sides, but it was easy to see if 
you looked. 

The people let us pass. 

It was sort of law that if someone bore the crest 
you got out of their way. | had never seen it happen 
in real life before. It wasn’t quite what | expected, 
but then again, | hadn’t expected Zach to have the 
crest at all. 

We climbed into our seats on the ride and buckled 
up. Just sitting in the seat, not even moving yet, | 
was getting nervous. | gripped the handles as 
tightly as | could, my knuckles going white, as we 
started to rise up into the air. Zach and | weren’t 
the only ones on the ride, but that didn’t help 
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soothe me. Zach’s calm expression didn’t soothe 
me either. 

We dropped and spun. 

| screamed. 

I’ll admit that it was fun, but at the time | was too 
scared to enjoy it. | was hanging on for dear life, 
screaming my head off. We didn’t hit the ground, 
though. We almost did, but right before we could, 
we rose back up into the air. Still spinning. We were 
dropped again. Five times, we were dropped and 
lifted into the air, spinning as we dropped. Finally, 
we were dropping like a ton of bricks when we 
suddenly slowed down and gently touched the 
ground. 

Zach had to help me off the ride. Correction: he 
had to peel me out of my seat and support me so 
that | could stand. | was proud of myself for not 
throwing up. | was proud of myself for not doing 
anything other than scream with everyone else. 
Tough guy Zach had almost yawned during the 
ride. 

He had to practically carry me to the next ride. He 
ended up doing just that, carrying me on his back. | 
gripped his shirt too tightly, but he didn’t seem to 
be bothered by that or my weight. Not that | 
weighed much. 

The next ride we headed to was called “Werewolf 
Run.” Looking at it, | immediately decided it was 
better than riding Spider Drop, even though it was 
a monster of a rollercoaster. Zach brought us to the 
front of the line, using the crest embedded into his 
wrist to get us past the line, and helped me into a 
seat towards the back of the car, with him. The 
rollercoaster was apparently a two-seater. | gripped 
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the handles as Zach put both of his hands on my 
shoulders and helped me lean back against the 
seat. | was tense as the ride began but relaxed as 
we were brought around the track at the same 
height. 

Then we started going up and | tensed again. When 
the cart headed down, it felt amazing. | relaxed and 
enjoyed the high twists and low turns that made us 
turn on our sides. The flips and loops felt absolutely 
amazing. My voice was hoarse by the end of it. My 
screaming had been more of excitement and joy 
than of fear, which | considered a good thing. 

Zach didn’t have to carry me anymore. The next 
roller coaster we went on was the “Bat in Flight.” It 
had a lot of loops but stayed in the air. It was fun. 
My hair managed to tangle itself with all the wind 
blowing around us. 

The “Vampire Climb” had a lot of twisting upside- 
down and rising into the air before plummeting at 
ninety-degree angles but was also fun. My bladder 
and stomach kept dropping, but that was okay. 

The “Sea Serpent” had a lot of spirals downward. 
Somehow it didn’t make me sick. 

One after another, we rode roller coasters based on 
monsters. | managed to scream for each one, but 
out of fun instead of fear. It was fun and 
exhilarating. | could barely talk afterward, though, 
due to my voice being hoarse. 

Thanks to Zach knowing exactly what | need at all 
times, he knew when it was time for lunch. | wasn’t 
worried about throwing it up, after all the rides I'd 
already ridden. My stomach was iron by then and, 
as always, | was hungry. 
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Zach got us some food in the shade. The burger, 
fries, and cookie were all amazing. The cookie was 
decorated to look like a spider. The fries were 
arranged to form a mouth with vampire fangs. The 
burger looked normal, aside from bleeding ketchup. 
There wasn’t anything special about the Pepsi, 
aside from dry ice at the bottom of the glass 
making fog flow out of the glass constantly, which | 
didn’t mind. It was delicious, which was all that 
mattered. 

“So why do | need to scream, anyway?” | asked 
Zach, with my mouth full of burger. “You said you 
were going to tell me.” 

Zach nodded, taking a bite of his own burger. He 
waited until he was finished chewing before 
replying. “As the Mythos Princess, you have control 
over monsters. But if you don’t keep a tight hold on 
the reigns, you could potentially lose control. You 
are especially vulnerable to this while you sleep.” 
“Which is part of the reason you stay with me until | 
fall asleep,” | guessed, taking a sip of Pepsi. 

Zach nodded and continued. 

“Over the centuries, the Princesses discovered that 
the easiest way to keep the reigns tightened, is by 
screaming. It makes your body tense up and 
strengthens your muscles just a little bit. But it also 
puts your body on high alert, allowing you to 
subconsciously keep the invisible reigns tight. Even 
while you are unconscious. It keeps the monsters at 
bay. When you’re too relaxed, they can break 
through the barrier and use you as a gateway into 
this world.” 

“That’s not creepy at all,” | muttered. 
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Zach ignored my comment and finished saying, 
“which is why you need to keep the reins tight and 
the barrier strong. Just a little bit of screaming, 
every once-in-a-while, is all you need. Riding a few 
roller coasters will do the trick in no time. Monsters 
can be good to have around sometimes, but 
sometimes they can be a problem.” 

| nodded. | could do that, no problem. 

After lunch, Zach and | walked around for a bit, 
checking out the rides we had yet to ride. We 
ended up at a huge climbing wall. Wanting to give 
ita try, Zach harnessed me up. | started climbing 
but was having trouble. | couldn’t hold on to the 
ridiculous handholds. So, | decided to do something 
ridiculous and followed my instincts. | made my 
own. 

| put my hands against the fake stone and closed 
my fists hard around it. The fake stone obeyed my 
hands and | started climbing again. | reached the 
top in almost no time at all, holes in the fake stone 
in my wake. | drew some attention from the crowds 
because of it, but not too terribly much. Zach only 
had to talk to the workers, and they stopped 
complaining. The workers calmed down anyone in 
line who complained about me breaking the ‘rock’ 
wall. 

Reaching the top, | hit the button and let myself 
drop. | was dropped slowly, so | didn’t have a 
reason to scream. But since | had been screaming 
all day, that was fine. | reached the bottom and 
Zach helped me out of my harness without a word 
about what | had done to the wall. 

As we walked towards the next ride, | asked him if | 
now had some sort of super-strength. He nodded 
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his head side to side and replied, “some of the 
monsters are stronger than humans, but that rock 
wasn’t real. You damaged it for sure, but not as 
much as you think you did.” 

| could believe that, but | also believed that | hada 
small amount of super-strength; how else could | 
have done that? 

We rode several more rides. | was having so much 
fun, | hardly noticed the time go by. It was starting 
to get dark and the ‘monsters’ were starting to 
come out. A bell sounded, announcing their 
arrival/release. At first, | was confused by the 
sounding bell, then | noticed the ‘monsters’ coming 
out and scaring people. They didn’t touch anyone 
or harm anyone but ran right up to them or chased 
them around a little, and such. 

At first, | tried to control them, thinking that they 
were real monsters. When it didn’t work, | turned to 
Zach for an answer, and he just Suppressed a 
laugh. That’s when | realized they weren't real 
monsters. They were people dressed up as them. 
They were workers paid to scare the people in the 
amusement park. People screamed and ran from 
the dressed-up workers, but | could see them 
laughing and enjoying getting startled by the 
workers. 

A few ‘zombies’ came up to me and Zach, trying to 
freak us out, but | wasn’t scared. | just smiled, told 
them “Hi” and waved. The ‘goblins’ tended to run 
and then slide up to people. One gave me a high 
five. A ‘werewolf’ got me to yelp for a split second, 
but it was just because he moved so quickly and 
pretended to bite at me. He gave me a hug 
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afterward. Or more accurately, | gave him a hug. 
He patted my head before walking off. 

The fog machines had an extra effect on the whole 
thing. It was hard to see, so the workers could 
sneak up on people more, but | had better vision 
than ever before. | was still affected by the fog, but 
not as much as all the other people. It only messed 
with my sinuses a little, making me cough due to 
the horrid feeling of non-oxygen trying to enter my 
stinging lungs. It was getting dark, and the moon 
was coming out. The moon fit perfectly in the 
scene. It was full and bright against the dark sky. 
Zach and | rode a few more roller coasters, for a 
few more hours, before the amusement park 
closed. Zach and | were the last people out. | was 
exhausted, my throat was sore, and my voice was 
hoarse, but | felt amazing. | wasn’t sure if | had 
ever had that much fun in my life. Skateboarding 
was awesome, Sure, but that rush was nothing 
quite compared to the rush of the rollercoasters. 
We climbed back into the limo and headed back to 
the palace. 

| headed to bed, almost immediately. Zach had to 
stop me from just collapsing on my bed. He had 
Hailee help me bathe and dress in clean pajamas 
so that he wouldn’t have to do it. Once | was 
bathed and dressed for bed, Zach let me sleep. 

| slept like the dead. 

My dreams consisted of monsters, amusement 
parks, roller coasters, and food. Lots of food. 
Waking up the next morning was almost 
heartbreaking. 
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Log 85, A.E.B. here. 

The bodyguard had his eyes on her and peeled 
for us at the exact same time, the whole time. 
We couldn’t even get close. 

Especially with half the people working at the 
E.A.P. being royal guards in disguise. 

And yes, we know about that. 

Don’t ask how. 

We couldn’t do anything. 

The bosses are super furious right now. 

But there’s simply nothing we can do now. 

It’s more likely to rain piranhas in the middle of a 
frozen dessert than it is for us to be able to kill 
this Princess. 

Now wouldn’t that be fun? 

Piranhas falling from the sky in a frozen desert, | 
mean. 

Oh, never mind. 

Here, Jake. 


108 


Chapter 9: Teach 
Me to Death 


Now, the history of Estua is a mysterious one. We 
don’t actually know the full history. Not yet at least. 
We have scientists and historians learning more, 
but that takes time. We don’t know who the original 
Princess Mythos was. The oldest one we know of is 
a woman named Lily. We suspect she may have 
had a mother named Mary, but that’s about all we 
know. 

Supposedly, Estua was once larger. It was once 
three times the size it currently is and was called 
Oscela. It had been the most magnificent and 
powerful country in the world. But explorers from 
other nations had grown afraid of Oscela’s might 
and power, so they made off with pieces of the 
island, separating families and Oscela’s people 
along with the island pieces. 

That idea seems a little farfetched to me, but that’s 
what the historians and scientists of Estua believe. 
Supposedly, Oscela had hundreds of people with 
superpowers living here. People who could see 
things other people couldn’t. People who could 
control time. People who couldn’t die unless 
someone else did, first. People who could pull 
anything out of their pockets. And talking animals 
that helped people by transforming into other 
species when necessary. 
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It was an incredible theory, but too farfetched to be 
a reality. At least, in my opinion. Some people 
actually believe it. 

There was also this idea about the ancient religion 
of Oscela. Supposedly, people thought that when it 
was their time to die, a mirror would appear. The 
person who was supposedly meant to die, at that 
time, would walk through and end up in some 
mystical place called Wonderland. Not Lewis 
Carroll’s Alice in Wonderland. The ‘real’ 
Wonderland. People, historians say, called it 
Wonderland because they could only wonder what 
it would be like since no one had ever returned 
from the mirror world. 

| didn’t believe it. How could they think a mirror 
would appear and take them to some mystical land 
when people today just die when we die? | guess 
the crazy people of Oscela had gotten a wakeup 
call and stopped imagining an impossible fantasy 
about death. But | wouldn’t know; | wasn’t alive 
when it happened, so | can’t be sure. 

The history we are sure of, the history we were 
taught in school, is a lot easier to believe. Estua has 
always been overlooked and underappreciated. 
Only recently, other countries have started to 
notice and wish to trade with us. Estua has 
everything it needs and only trades to trade and 
have an excuse to talk to other countries in order 
to get ideas about what not to do. There really is no 
real need for Estua to trade. Other countries are 
just now starting to notice this. 

Estua has abundant resources, no pollution, lush 
canopy, a rich economy, good-paying jobs, and 
equal treated people. Estua has no poor, no 
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bullying, no road rage, and no complaints. 
Everyone is well off and anyone who just so 
happens to struggle financially just has to mention 
this once and the Princess would send a financial 
advisor to help and the person would be back on 
his or her feet in no time at all. 

That, | agree with. I’ve seen it with my own eyes. 
Occasionally a diplomat or an ambassador from 
another country would come and speak with the 
Princess. Ambassadors would stay a few days and 
see what Estua has to offer. Then they would return 
to their own country and tell what they learned. 
Even though the countries now know all the 
amazing resources we have to offer, they still see 
us as Small and almost unimportant. Possibly 
something to do with a woman as an independent 
leader for centuries on end. I’m not sore about it, 
but they’re missing out. 

Day four in the castle, day five of technically being 
‘Princess,’ Owain Jenkins was going over this 
history with me. He wanted to make sure | knew it 
and could recite it at the drop of a hat. Literally. He 
dropped his hat twelve times that day. Each time 
he did, | had to recite Estua’s history in under a 
minute. He timed me. 

Every. Single. Time. 

It wasn’t that bad, though. | got it down, pretty fast. 
Having learned it all in class prior to all this 
probably helped. 

Meanwhile, Bianca Trevor was having me try on 
hundreds of dresses, trying to decide how she 
wanted my coronation dress to look before she 
made it. | tried on long dresses, short dresses, dark 
dresses, bright dresses, glittery dresses, silky 
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dresses, glow in the dark dresses, and semi- 
transparent dresses. By the end of the day, | was 
beyond tired of changing my clothes. But | have to 
admit, all of the dresses were comfortable and fit 
my body perfectly, none too poofy or at all big. 
After reciting history for the millionth time, Owain 
had me practice reciting tongue twisters until my 
mouth was sore from talking. Despite my 
screaming the day before, my voice wasn’t all that 
hoarse. My voice was getting a workout. When | 
asked why he was making me do tongue twisters, 
reciting, and constantly talking, he told me that | 
needed to get used to talking in public. Supposedly 
tongue twisters would help. 

After walking around the palace, up and down the 
stairs, with a book balancing on my head, reciting 
history tongue twisters while the servants gathered 
to watch and do tricks in an attempt to steal my 
concentration for a full two hours, | was exhausted. 
By dinner time, my voice was hoarse. Even more so 
than from the screaming, the day before. | was 
more tired than hungry, but | stuffed my face, 
regardless. | had been skinny enough before | 
gained powers that sucked all the calories out of 
my body. | vowed to never go on a diet again. I’d 
likely die from attempting it. 

Plus, even with how much | was eating, Zach’s 
claim of me needing to eat or I’'d become a 
skeleton appeared true; my waistline was shrinking 
regardless of how much | ate. | was working it off 
too quickly. Where everyone kept getting the food 
for me, in the first place, | had no clue. Thank 
goodness it just kept coming. 
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Nothing seemed to fill my stomach. | was a 
bottomless pit. Zach never stopped having food 
brought to me, every few minutes. It felt kind of 
ironic; | was eating to lose weight. And losing 
weight by not eating, at the exact same time. Not 
purposely, of course. | was starting to wish | had 
eaten more, gained a few pounds even, before the 
last Princess’ passing. But that couldn’t be helped; | 
hadn’t known it would have been a good idea. 
Finally, bedtime rolled around. Zach had to drag 
me into the bathroom, since | wouldn’t budge from 
the bed after jumping onto it as soon as | walked 
into my bedroom. Hailee had tried to get me into 
the bathroom, but Zach was way ahead of her. He 
carried me in without a problem. Eventually, Hailee 
got me cleaned up and all that. Although | kept 
falling asleep, sitting and standing up in the 
bathroom. 
Once clean and dressed, Zach ended up draping 
me over his shoulder and dropping me onto my 
bed. He and Hailee tucked me in as | drifted off 
again. 
| woke up refreshed, to find Zach asleep, leaning up 
against the side of the bed. | wasn’t sure if he had 
slept there all night and just didn’t need to get up 
yet, or what. | just knew that it was unusual: he 
never slept while | was awake. Usually, he was by 
the door or on the couch, when | woke up. Never 
asleep. Zach wasn’t snoring, just nodding his head 
occasionally as he breathed. He looked very 
peaceful. | didn’t want to wake him. 
His shirt read: 
I’m Awake 
I’m Just Permanently Tired 
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| stifled a laugh. The day before, his shirt had read: 
Don’t Be Fooled 

I Just Act Like I Care 
| was starting to wonder where he got all those 
shirts. Did Bianca make clothes for everyone in the 
palace or just me? If just me, who was Zach getting 
his shirts from? Did he come up with them, himself? 
Zach grunted in his sleep and lolled his head to one 
side. | decided to let him sleep. | wasn’t sure what 
time it was. | peeked behind the curtains and saw 
that the sun was rising, so it was definitely time for 
me to get up. Why Zach was asleep next to my 
bed, | wasn’t sure. 
Zach bolted up, suddenly wide awake, and turned 
to face me. He looked more annoyed than surprised 
to see me out of bed already. Before | could ask 
him if he had slept there, he walked across the 
room and went through my closet, pulling out one 
of the full catsuits. He handed it to me and | took it. 
“What are we doing today?” | asked. 
“Today is the last day before your coronation,” he 
replied, “I suggest we make use of this and finish 
preparing you.” 
“What more do | need to learn?” | asked. 
Zach held up a finger as he replied, “how to 
dance.” He lifted up a second finger and finished, 
“and how to fight.” 
| nodded and got dressed. Hailee came in, a few 
minutes later, and put my hair up. Zach waited on 
the couch, staring up at the ceiling. | guessed he 
was wishing to go back to sleep but couldn’t since | 
was now awake. | don’t know; | can’t read his mind. 
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Suddenly, he broke the silence as he asked me, “do 
you know why the Princess never becomes a 
Queen?” 

“Huh?” was my amazing reply. 

“Think about it,” he told me, still not sitting up. 
“Other countries have Queens, kings, emperors, or 
presidents,” | agreed, “but Estua doesn’t. Instead, 
we have a Princess Mythos.” 

Zach nodded, finally sitting up. 

“But why does she never become the Mythos 
Queen?” he prompted. 

| shrugged. | had never heard of a Mythos Queen. | 
didn’t know what he was talking about. 

“How am | supposed to know?” 

Zach gave Hailee a look and she hurried out of the 
room. Once he and | were alone, he told me, “It’s a 
big secret, but as the new Princess, it’s your 
birthright to know.” 

“Know what?” | asked. 

“Lily was the first Princess Mythos, but her mother, 
Mary, was a Mythos Queen. We don’t know how, 
and we don’t know why, but something happened 
that continues to prevent the Princesses from 
becoming Queens. We think it might have to do 
with Oscela’s separation. There’s a theory that if 
Oscela is reunited with itself, that the opportunity 
for the Princess to become Queen will be once 
again possible.” 

“Odd theory.” 

Zach sighed and continued. “I’m telling you this for 
a reason. One, of which, you know why.” 

“Because | need it,” | muttered, sighing as well. 
“Are you trying to say that | need to try and 
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become Queen after the coronation, on top of being 
the Princess?” 

Zach nodded. 

“Okay, how?” 

“Specific tasks must be done,” Zach sounded as if 
he was reciting a book from memory. “Specific 
things that will define you as Queen and the rightful 
ruler. After you complete each task, a jewel will 
appear that will eventually combine with all the 
others and form your crown. Once the crown is 
complete, you will wear it as Queen.” 

“That simple, huh? What kind of tasks?” | asked. 
“Many of the tasks will be easy for you,” Zach 
looked as if his mind was far away. His eyes were 
glossed over. “But the hardest will be reuniting 
Quetato and Agulaif with Estua to create Oscela. 
But it can be done once you are in control. The 
islands are separated by ocean and won't be easy 
to locate. But it is not impossible.” 

“Sheesh,” | muttered, “that’s kind of a lot.” 

“Not that much,” Zach replied. 

“What even is the difference between a Princess 
and a Queen?” 

“There is a significant difference,” Zach replied. 
“But all you need to know of the difference is this: a 
Queen has more power than a Princess.” 

“How much more power do | need?” | asked 
incredibly. 

“You don’t need power,” Zach replied. “You already 
have tons of power. What becoming Queen would 
do is allow you to have more control and a firmer 
lock on the gate to the realm of monsters. It would 
allow you to control far more at a time than you 
already can. It would only provide you with a more 
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powerful army in case of emergency, as such was 
needed when Oscela split. It would be for the good 
of Estua to have, just in case.” 

“Well, can we just focus on now and we'll worry 
about the Queen thing later?” | asked. 

Zach suddenly seemed himself again and nodded. 
His eyes seemed more focused. 

“Let’s go practice your fighting,” he said, getting up 
and heading towards the door. 

| followed him, wondering what had gotten into 
him. That was very unusual. He’d been acting 
unusual ever since | woke up that morning. | 
brushed away my confused thoughts and followed 
him out of the room. 

We came to the stone hallway | had torched while 
practicing transforming into creatures, like fire 
breathing dragons. Zach and | both stretched. | was 
surprised that | could do the splits. | had never 
been flexible in my life. Zach helped me stretch a 
little more and | realized | was a lot more flexible 
than | realized. 

“Morphing helps,” Zach told me. 

| guessed that was his explanation for my sudden 
flexibility. Again, it was like he could somehow read 
my thoughts. Maybe it was part of his bodyguard 
powers. 

Then he tackled me to the ground and pinned me. | 
tried to fight him off but to no avail. He waited, 
doing nothing more than putting his weight on top 
of me. It took about twenty minutes, but | finally 
managed to push him off. He leaped at me again 
and | tried to push him back. It was hard, but | 
managed to hold back long enough to move out of 
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the way before he could take me down again. It 
was an exhausting process all its own. 

As he turned back around to face me, | took the 
chance to run at him and tackle him to the ground. 
He grabbed my wrist and pulled me down with him, 
over his shoulder, rolled, and ended up pinning me 
upside down in a ball, tangled up by my own limbs. 
| groaned and tried to find my way out of it. Zach 
waited, not doing anything besides holding my 
wrist in place. Finally, | managed to untangle 
myself and tackle him. He let me take him down. 
“You’re sloppy and clueless,” he muttered. 

“Then teach me,” | grunted. 

He met my eyes and a small smirk crept onto his 
face. | was suddenly very very scared. 

We both stood up and faced each other. He took 
both of my hands and held them out in front of me. 
As he moved behind me, | kept my arms 
outstretched. Zach moved my arms by the elbows 
and showed me how he wanted me to move them. 
Then he took my hands again and adjusted them 
back and forth between fists and flat palms. Then 
he moved away and waited. 

| practiced what he had just shown me. Zach was 
silent, just watching me, emotionless. | punched 
faster and harder, just hitting air of course. | was 
starting to wonder when we would actually start 
learning how to fight instead of just punching the 
air, when he caught my fist and used it to spin me 
around. 

| was worried he might try to take me down again, 
but he didn’t. He positioned me with my feet apart 
and slightly crouched. He tried to push me from 
different angles a couple of times, but | held my 
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ground. The position, he had put me in, helped. 
Realizing this, | tried to push back but tried to keep 
the position at the same time. It somewhat worked. 
| got Zach off balance a couple of times, but only a 
little bit. 

After a few minutes, Zach stopped moving around. 
“Ready?” he asked. 

| shook my head, but that didn’t stop him. He went 
in for another tackle, but | managed to dodge. | was 
surprised at myself and just stared at him as he 
turned back around to face me. 

“That’s good,” he told me, “Follow your instincts.” 

| wasn’t sure what he was talking about, but he 
didn’t give me any time to think. He ran back 
towards me, ready to tackle me. | somewhat dove 
towards the ground, for no particular reason, and 
managed to grab one of his legs. As | stood up with 
it, he fell down. | had tripped him. 

He tried to twist out of my grip, but | wouldn’t let go 
of his leg. | refused to. | used it to pull his feet out 
from under him, literally, and then climbed on top 
of his back, still holding onto his leg. He tried to get 
back up, but | put my weight on him. | wasn’t sure 
how it was working since | weighed as much as a 
leaf, but | kept him down. 

| tried to pin him, but he was stubborn enough and 
smart enough to keep to his stomach. | couldn’t pin 
him unless | got him on his back. If | moved to try 
and flip him over, | would be removing my weight 
just long enough for him to spring up and turn the 
tables. | didn’t want to do that. So | stayed where | 
was and held on. 

He managed to push up onto his knees, bringing 
me with him, but | refused to let him escape. | held 
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onto him as hard as | could. | was surprised at how 
strong my grip was because Zach actually seemed 
stuck. He tried to get out of my grip in multiple 
different ways, but | continued to hold on and didn’t 
let him pin me with his own back. 

We were stuck in a hold with no way out unless he 
stopped fighting or | let go. And | would not let go. 
Zach stopped struggling, but | didn’t take the 
chance. | was too worried that it was a trap and 
that he would gain the upper hand as soon as | 
went for the pin. 

“What are you gonna do now?” he asked, waiting. 
“| don’t know,” | muttered. 

Both of us were halfway on our backs, but we each 
had a shoulder up. If he pushed hard enough, he 
could pin me instantly. It would be a little harder to 
finish turning him over before | could pin him. | 
wasn’t sure how to proceed. 

“You gotta do something,” Zach told me, waiting 
for me to make the first move. 

“Can we start over?” | asked. 

“If you want to lose the ground you've already 
covered,” he replied. 

He had a point. | was so close to pinning him. If | 
gave up now, I'd lose. | made up my mind and 
grabbed his leg again. If | had grabbed his 
shoulder, | could have pushed him further onto his 
back. By grabbing his leg | was loosening my grip 
on him and he could easily pin me. But by grabbing 
his leg, | was less on my back and more on top of 
him. 

| don’t know if | surprised him or something along 
the lines of that, but he hesitated long enough for 
me to flip him over and pin him, even while he 
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struggled and fought against me. As soon as he 
was pinned, | let out a sigh of relief and just sat on 
his chest. He just looked up at me with furrowed 
eyebrows and annoyance clear as day on his face. 
“Go again?” | asked. 

He nodded and | let him up. We fought some more. 
| was doing better than before, which was good. 
But Zach still had more skill. I’m pretty sure that he 
purposely let me win, the few times that | did. He 
taught me a few moves, like how to catch a kick 
and how to escape whenever an opponent catches 
mine. 

After so much practice, | was hot and sweaty. Not 
to mention hungry. We ate lunch with everyone, as 
usual, after Hailee helped clean me up. | was 
dressed in a transparent purple and silver dress 
that looked like it could be from some sci fi movie. | 
was wearing it because it looked cool and because 
Zach had insisted that | needed to learn how to 
dance in a dress. 

After lunch, Zach brought me into the ballroom. It 
was gorgeous, lined with gold trimming everywhere 
| turned. Several crystal chandeliers lined the 
ceiling, along with paintings of the different Mythos 
Princesses over the years, interacting with different 
monsters. Monsters which I, myself, had summoned 
before. It made me wonder how old these creatures 
actually were and how they stayed the same age 
throughout time. 

In one corner, several musicians gathered, 
preparing to play some music for us. Chelsea stood 
by with food. Hailee, Bianca, and Owain stood 
nearby watching as Zach led me to the center of 
the hardwood floor. | had no clue what to do and 
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had a feeling that Zach knew that. He knew 
everything he needed to know about me. 

Zach took my left hand and put it on his shoulder. 
He took my right hand in his left and put his right 
hand on my hip. 

“We're gonna start out simple,” he told me, “just 
follow my lead.” 

| nodded. His hand pushed against mine as he took 
a step towards me. | moved backwards with him. 
Then he took a step to the side, and | followed. 
Then we moved back again, then to the side. We 
did this repeatedly. Music started up and Zach 
guided our steps to the beat, speeding up and 
slowing down with the music. It was kind of fun. All 
| had to do was let Zach guide me and we moved 
all over the ballroom. 

With the subtlest of turns, we completely changed 
directions. Then Zach changed the dance as the 
music changed. Our steps widened and we started 
spinning together, around the room. Zach moved 
his hand from my hip to the center of my back. We 
moved to the side, spun, and then kept moving. It 
was pretty fun. 

When the song changed again, we stopped 
spinning. We stayed in place a little bit as Zach 
somewhat swayed us so that our hips swung and 
rotated side to side. Then we moved back and 
forth, forward and backward, with the beat of the 
music. Then we started spinning a little bit with the 
same beat, still swinging our hips from side to side. 
Zach dipped me a couple of times before 
continuing the dance. He never dropped me when | 
dipped. 
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The look on Zach’s face told me that he was 
enjoying dancing as much as | was: which was a lot. 
As the song switched, Zach decided to up the 
spinning. He spun me repeatedly, spun the two of 
us around each other before continuing to two- 
step, and repeatedly spun me into a dip before 
spinning me out of one. | was surprised that | 
wasn’t maddeningly dizzy afterward. My grin was 
enormous throughout the dance. 

He picked me up bridal style a couple of times and 
flipped me over his shoulder. He flipped me 
repeatedly, behind his back, around his neck, and 
over his head. He always caught me, though. He 
spun me on the floor, held me over his head and 
flipped me into dips. My dress flew everywhere with 
us, just barely not getting tangled around my legs 
and on Zach. 

Then the music changed again, and we stopped. 
Zach turned to look at Bianca, who hurried forward. 
She messed with the rim of my dress for a few 
seconds before snapping her fingers. The dress 
leaped at her command and wrapped around my 
legs to form poofy pants out of the skirt of the 
dress. The top of the dress remained the same. | 
didn’t know my clothes could do that. | just stared 
wide-eyed at the pants half of my dress as Bianca 
retreated back towards Owain and Hailee. 

Zach moved behind me and lifted me up like | 
weighed nothing at all, which was completely true. 
He threw me above his head and | somehow 
managed to do the splits in mid-air before he 
caught me. He threw me up again, but held onto 
my hands, forcing me into a handstand above his 
head. | struggled to keep my body up straight in 
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the air. Then Zach flipped me into the air, onto his 
shoulder, and slid me off of his arm. He helped me 
cartwheel across the floor, helping me by just 
moving his hands against my hips. 

Then he flipped me over his shoulders and spun me 
around his neck. | only held on by my ankles, 
wrapped around his neck. But | wasn’t worried 
about falling since Zach was the one | was dancing 
with. How | didn’t choke him, spinning around his 
neck, is the real question. He hadn’t dropped me by 
accident yet. | didn’t think he was planning to. 
After all of the swinging and flipping, he gently set 
me on the ground and whispered into my ear as a 
softer and slower song began. “Lift up one foot.” 

| did and balanced it on my knee. Zach lifted me up 
just enough for me to only stand on the ball of my 
foot before he spun me repeatedly. | kept my arms 
up to keep from whacking him. | quickly discovered 
that staring at one spot and keeping a look out for 
that one spot, while spinning, helped keep me from 
getting dizzy. | still got a little dizzy, though. But 
Zach kept me balanced. 

Then he stopped spinning me and moved in front of 
me again. He gave me a look and | jumped up to 
switch feet. | kicked my foot up into the air and 
Zach caught it, the other foot now on the ball of my 
foot so that | could spin. Zach bent my leg towards 
me a little and walked around me with it, spinning 
me. | kept my arms up. 

Then we stopped spinning and he picked me up by 
my waist and flipped me over his head again. This 
strange dance was a little slower than most of the 
others, but it was still fun and a little harder. The 
slowness helped make it a little easier to do, 
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though it hurt a little more to move so slowly. That 
is, until the music picked up. Then Zach flipped me 
faster up and around himself. It was pretty much all 
him. | just had to adjust to make it a little graceful, 
which was a Challenge since | didn’t know what he 
was about to do next. Understanding the beat of 
the music helped, though. Plus, it was killer on my 
abs-or what | was getting that resembled abs. 
Then the music changed and became more upbeat 
than ever before. Zach decided it was time to mix 
everything up and we did a little of everything. We 
spun, two-stepped, swung, flipped, and somewhat 
made up our own moves which we threw at each 
other. | guess we were somewhat dance battling, 
but | couldn’t be sure. Zach just kept grinning as 
much as | was. 

Zach perfectly timed the end of our dance with the 
end of the song. We ended in a dip, one of my legs 
wrapped around his neck as he held me by the 
small of my back. | was breathing hard and so was 
he. | needed some food and a gallon of water. Zach 
pulled me out of the dip, and | removed my leg 
from his neck. The musicians started packing up as 
the others waited. 

My stomach growled and Zach smirked. We ran 
over to Chelsea, and | stuffed my face with the food 
that she had ready for me. Bianca messed with my 
pants and fixed them back into the dress. Owain 
just kept typing away at the laptop he never 
seemed to put down. Hailee fussed over my hair, 
which | guessed was a mess. Even in a tight bun, it 
had come completely undone with pieces of my 
hair sticking up and making me look like a demon. | 
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barely noticed how sweaty and tired | was. | was 
too hungry to pay attention. 

“Is there a way to satisfy my stomach long enough 
to breathe?” | asked, my mouth stuffed with a 
doughnut so | wasn’t sure if anyone could 
understand me. 

They must have, though, because all four of them 
shrugged. 

“Not doing anything uses up less energy,” Owain 
muttered, scrolling through something on his 
laptop. 

“Yeah, but she can’t very well do nothing all the 
time,” Hailee replied. “She has responsibility and 
soon will have work to do.” 

“Exactly,” Bianca agreed. 

| just shrugged and kept eating. Zach had to stop 
me so that | could breathe and drink some water. | 
wouldn't stop, otherwise. | was far too hungry. | 
inhaled food faster than | registered food was even 
in my mouth. Zach repeatedly forced me to slow 
down, taking food out of my hands when 
necessary. Once all of the food was gone, Chelsea 
hurried off with the empty trays and Zach made 
sure | was still breathing. 

“Anything else we’re learning today?” | asked, still 
panting. 

“Apparently, how to breathe,” Zach muttered. 

| laughed and sat down, finally managing to catch 
my breath. Zach nodded to the others, who left 
after that. It was just me and Zach left in the 
ballroom. 
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Log 91, you know who it is. 

| have good news and bad news. 

Nah, it’s just news. 

Whoever is in charge is actually getting off their 
butts and is actually gonna try and do something. 
About time. 

Oh! Just got information on who it is. Or should | 
say, who they are? 

There are three of them, all men and crave 
something specific from the downfall of the 
Mythos crown. 

Lovely. 

Upjohn Adams apparently just wants to kill the 
Princess, for reasons unknown. 

Myrick Sutherland actua//y wants the crown. 
And Tyrell Stannard just wants money. 

All briefly mentioned something to do with an 
unusual sounding agency. 

What to do with this information? | have no clue. 
All | know is that the three of them are finally 
gonna attempt to do their own dirty work. 

So, Jake and | will be taking the backseat from 
here. 

At least, that’s the way it looks. 

I’m pretty sure that they don’t know what they’re 
doing, considering the things they’ve had us do 
as assassination attempts, but we’ll see how long 
it takes before they have us take over again. 

| honestly doubt that they are going to succeed. 
It shouldn’t take long at all before they realize 
that their attempts to assassinate Rainbow 
Skater will be total and utter failure. 

No doubt about that at all. 

Jake- 
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Chapter 10: 
Confessions and 
Explanations from 
Zach 


“That was fun,” | decided. 

Zach nodded while admiring the pictures on the 
ceiling. 

“What's up?” | asked. 

“The sky,” he replied. 

| grabbed his hand and pulled him down so that he 
was forced to sit next to me. He didn’t seem 
disturbed by this, he just kept looking up at the 
ceiling. 

“Does the mural on the ceiling show all of them?” | 
asked, looking up at it. 

Zach nodded and pointed to one of the women. She 
had pink hair and was roundhouse kicking someone 
| couldn’t see clearly, next to a unicorn. She was 
dressed in a pink and white leotard with matching 
boots. 

“That’s Jaylyn, daughter of Siena.” 

He pointed to another woman on the ceiling. She 
had blue hair and was standing proudly with a sea 
serpent behind her. She was wearing a catsuit the 
color of rusty metal and clean beach water. 
“That’s Eliza, daughter of Isabelle.” 
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Another woman had green hair and was gently 
holding a fairy in her palm. She wore a long-sleeve 
black crop top, high heels, and a ruffled leopard 
print skirt. 

“Nola, daughter of Regina.” 

The next woman he pointed to had purple hair and 
was riding on the back of a purple dragon. She 
wore a weird white outfit made up of shorts, a 
skimpy crop top, and a cloak. The inside of the 
cloak was magenta. 

“Yadira, daughter of Kaydence.” 

The next woman had red hair and was high fiving a 
giant squid. She wore a long black skirt and 
bralette with a transparent red kimono looking top 
draping over it. 

“Hanna, daughter of Brylee.” 

Another woman had green hair and was fist- 
bumping a mummy. She was wearing a short white 
dress that had transparent sleeves. 

“Lydia, daughter of Averi.” 

Another woman had black hair and was holding the 
paw of a brown wolf, that was wagging its tail 
enthusiastically at her. She wore a brown leather 
corset and shorts with matching furry boots. She 
also had on a fluffy brown jacket with a hoodie. 
“Grace, daughter of Odette.” 

There were many others that Zach pointed to and 
named. Each one had a monster in the mural with 
them, some had the same monsters. Each had a 
unique hair color and a sense of style not all that 
dissimilar to my own. Only a few had the same hair 
color, and even then, the color was slightly 
different. The lengths of their hair and styles were 
all different as well, each somewhat matching their 
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unique outfits. Even though they were supposedly 
all of the same family, they did not all share the 
same skin colors or the same features. Every single 
one of them was different somehow in some way. 
“Which one is Mary?” | asked, looking through the 
images above us. 

Zach pointed to a woman with long blonde hair, 
wearing a gold dress and a golden crown on her 
head. She was the only woman on the ceiling who 
wore a crown. She was beautiful and her dress 
glittered. Standing protectively behind her was a 
woman who appeared to be both human and 
dragon. The dragon woman had the wings and 
scales of a teal-colored dragon, but the rest of her 
skin was deathly pale and her lips were blood-red 
while her hair was pitch black. The dragon woman 
was placing her hand supportively on Mary’s 
shoulder. 

“Who’s the dragon lady?” | asked curiously. 

| had no clue who she was or that there even was 
such a thing. | had never summoned her before. 
“We're not sure,” Zach replied, “none of the 
Princesses have ever met her.” 

That perplexed me. It was yet another mystery that 
we didn’t know about from our history. 

“But Mary did,” | muttered quietly. 

Zach nodded silently in reply. 

“Which one is Lily?” | asked, changing the subject. 
Zach pointed to a woman close to Mary, also 
blonde but with waiver hair. She wore a light tan 
dress with white lace roses on it. She was petting 
the muzzle of a white Pegasus, which had its wings 
spread out. She was not wearing a crown, same as 
all of the other Princesses. 
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“And which one was the last Princess?” | asked, “is 
she up there yet?” 

Zach pointed to a fairly pretty woman with olive oil 
colored skin. Her hair was dark brown, similar to 
how mine was before | dyed it, and was shoulder 
length. She was wearing a skin-tight grey dress 
held up by spaghetti straps. She was kneeling by a 
pool of water, which a gorgeous hippocampus was 
swimming in, and she was petting the 
hippocampus. The hippocampus looked like a horse 
with a fishtail and was glowing rainbow colors. 
“Georgina, daughter of Eliza,” Zach replied, “the 
only Princess not to produce an heir.” 

“Why is that?” | asked, “she just decided that she 
didn’t want to? Or was there something that 
prevented her?” 

Zach was quiet for a moment. He looked a little 
uncomfortable. | wondered why. 
“It’s...complicated,” he managed. 

“Isn't everything?” | asked. 

He nodded, looking down at the floor. 

“Does it have to do with the bodyguard?” | asked. 
He nodded again. 

Thoughts started swirling through my mind. The 
whole point of the bodyguard was to provide the 
Mythos Princess with whatever she needed at all 
times. If that was the case, then did that count for 
romantic relationships? Just how often does the 
Princess actually get out of the palace? Not often, 
probably. 

But wait, Zach said his dad was the last bodyguard. 
If what | was starting to suspect was true, then why 
had Zach not been Georgina’s son? Why was he the 
son of an ambassador and the bodyguard, instead 
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of the Princess and the bodyguard? | wasn’t sure 
what to make of it. 

“How...” | muttered, not knowing how to ask or 
what to say. 

“How am | even alive?” Zach finished for me, still 
looking down. 

| just nodded, not sure how to proceed. 

“The Princess doesn’t always require the 
bodyguard,” Zach explained. “But for the most 
part, she tends to. Georgina was a very 
independent Princess. My dad was already madly in 
love with my mom when Georgina became 
Princess. His thoughts immediately turned to fulfill 
any needs the Princess required, but...she had pity 
on him and told him to go ahead and marry my 
mother. Regardless of her need to produce an 
heir.” 

Zach paused before continuing. 

“It wasn’t the first time a Princess had done 
something like that. They usually find someone 
overtime to take the guard’s place, romance wise, 
anyway. But...” 

“But Georgina didn’t,” | finished. 

Zach nodded. 

“She was the only one. She always put Estua first, 
claiming that preparing an heir wasn’t required just 
yet. It was something she could put off to the side 
and come back to later. But she never came back 
to it.” 

“How'd she die?” | asked, “you said that they-that 
we-die in one of two ways.” 

“She passed in her sleep,” Zach replied quietly, 
“dad was by her side. As he usually was. It was just 
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her time. She wasn’t ill or even that old. It was just 
time. And so, she went.” 

| looked back up at the image of Georgina and her 
hippocampus. She looked so happy and content 
with her life. | wondered if | would be like that one 
day. 

“She was born into this life,” | said, “did she ever 
have doubts?” 

Zach shrugged. “I suppose so,” he replied, 
“everyone wonders if they’re good enough for the 
roles they play. But sometimes we have to step 
back and just accept it. We may not always get to 
choose the cards we’re dealt, but we can still 
control how we play them.” 

He looked over at me and | realized something. 
“You don’t get a say in anything, do you?” | asked. 
He shook his head. But he didn’t seem upset about 
it. He just looked worn out, like he was tired of 
having to explain things to me. Tired of having to 
run around after me. Tired of having to babysit me. 
But at the same time, not. 

“How are you so at peace with it?” | asked him, 
“how can you just accept the way things are and 
just live with it? Even without a say?” 

He looked away again, this time with a small smile 
creeping onto his face. 

“| don’t,” he replied. 

“What?” | asked, completely confused. 

“| don’t accept anything,” he replied, “at the same 
time, | accept everything.” 

“I’m confused,” | decided. 

He smirked and looked back up at me. He seemed 
so much more genuine now than when we had first 
met. 
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“All things are complicated and yet so simple at the 
exact same time,” he explained, “in order to be at 
peace with something, you first have to be ina 
state where you’re not at peace with anything. 
Then you have to take a step back and look at the 
bigger picture. Once you understand, or not at all, 
you get to decide how you feel about it. How you 
feel about it will affect how you react. Conflict can 
eventually dissolve into peace. That’s how | deal 
with it.” 

“| didn’t understand any of that,” | replied. 

He chuckled and nodded. “I know.” 

| shook my head and looked back up at the 
Princesses who came before me. 

“When will | be up there?” | asked. 

“AS Soon as you are coronated, your picture will 
appear up there,” Zach replied, a little bit more of 
his serious self again. 

“It'll just poof up there?” 

Zach nodded. 

“What will my monster be?” 

Zach shrugged. “The monster in the image 
corresponds to the Princess’s nature. The monster 
she summons the most, the monster she needs the 
most, will be the one to appear. We’ll know yours 
once your image is up there. It’ll also give us 
insight into the future, a little bit, by letting us 
know which monster will be most required.” 
“Different monsters, different types of problems,” | 
guessed. 

Zach nodded. 

“Which monster do you think I'll have?” | asked him 
curiously. 

Zach shrugged. “To be honest, | have no clue.” 
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| scoffed, gaining his full attention again. “And how 
is that what | need to hear?” 

Zach seemed completely perplexed by that 
question. 

“You know,” | muttered knowingly, “you give me 
everything | need when | need it.” 

Zach shook his head, looking completely confused. 
“| haven't done anything of the sort since | sat 
down,” he muttered matter-of-factly, looking 
around us in confusion. 

“Really?” | asked, my eyebrows furrowed in 
confusion. 

“This is so weird,” he muttered, seemingly more to 
himself than to me. 

“You mean that our whole chat has been you and 
not just machine you responding to my every 
whim?” | asked. 

He nodded, looking completely shocked. 

“What does it mean?” | asked him, “don’t | still 
need you?” 

He nodded. “That, | know for sure,” he replied, still 
looking around us. 

“Then what could it be?” | asked. 

“Me,” he replied, realization donning on his face. 
“Excuse me?” | was confused. 

“Like you said, you don’t need someone responding 
like a machine,” he explained, looking me dead in 
the eye, “what you need of me is a real person you 
can just talk to.” 

“Which is what we’ve been doing,” | muttered, 
matter-of-factly. 

Zach nodded. He actually looked a little relieved, 
his eyes beginning to water just a little. As if a 
great burden had been lifted from his shoulders. 
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“Is that why you were asleep by my bed when | 
woke up this morning?” | asked. 

His traditional ‘rea//y?’ face was back, making him 
look completely done with me. He suddenly looked 
more like the Zach | knew. But still different, 
somehow. 

“1 don’t know what that was about,” he replied, 
completely serious. 

“I’m thinking you do,” was my reply. 

He rolled his eyes and stood up. He offered me his 
hand and | took it. 

For a moment, everything was perfectly fine. | was 
about to ask him if it was time for dinner yet when 
he suddenly tensed with a dark look in his eyes as 
if he were seeing something unpleasant. He was 
staring at the far wall. After a few seconds, he lost 
the dark look from his eyes, but he was still tense 
and hard in the face. 

“What’s wrong?” | asked him, on edge myself. 
“They’re coming,” was all he said. 

Then he met my gaze and the look he gave me 
reminded me of when he had first told me to run, 
back at school. He took my wrist, the way he had at 
that time, but his grip was slightly gentler this time. 
There was urgency in his gaze, but also a sense of 
trust. He trusted me to trust him to protect me, if 
that makes any sense. 

| trusted him. 

“What’s up?” | asked, as serious as | ever had been 
in my entire life. 

“You're in danger,” he replied simply. 

With that in mind, | let him lead me out of the room 
at a running pace. Hopefully away from whatever 
danger he was sensing. 
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No more logs. 

There’s simply no time for them. 

Upjohn Adams, Myrick Sutherland, and Tyrell 
Stannard are inside the palace. 

| repeat: they are inside the palace! 

They’re splitting up to cover more ground and 
surround the Princess. 

| don’t know what they’re fully planning, but it 
looks like a head-on assault. 

They’re after the Princess. 

We're sorry it’s come to this. 

We did our best to keep them off her scent and 
out of the way. 

Looks like we failed, but there’s no time to wallow 
in self-pity. 

This is important on so many levels. 

This is a code twenty-three for crying out loud! 
| repeat: a code twenty-three! 

No more code names. 

Can’t bother with them right now. 

It’s time to take action. 

It's now or never. 

We're headed your way. 

You know where to meet us. 

Keep your eyes peeled for any sign of trouble. 
Keep your senses sharp and your abilities ready 
along with them; you’re gonna need everything 
you can use. 

Keep an eye on the Princess while you’re at it. 
Not that you needed me to tell you that. You’re 
doing a good job of that on your own, as is. 
See you ina sec, Z. 
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Chapter 11: Three 
Psychopaths Are 
Trying to Kill Me 


| was surprised when Zach led me back to my 
room. | had assumed that we’d be headed 
somewhere with a little more protection than that. 
Then | saw the two people | least expected, sitting 
on my couch, in my room, and | turned to run. 
| was surprised when Zach stopped me. | looked at 
him, completely questioning everything | knew to 
be true. But the look in his eyes was sincere. He 
didn’t mean me harm. 
“They’re here to help,” he explained. 
“We came as quickly as we could,” the woman 
said, standing up from the couch. 
Her hair was still a pale blonde. Her nose was still 
freckled, and her eyes were brown. Her outfit was 
different, though. She was dressed almost identical 
to Zach in black workout pants, running shoes and 
a black t-shirt with letters in white words. But her 
shirt was not inside out, this time, and read: 

No Can Do Don’t Ask. 
“They’re closing in on us,” the man added, looking 
nervous as he paced the floor a little, “in a few 
moments they'll be on top of us.” 
He was no different from the last time | saw him, 
just like the woman. He still had red hair and was 
growing a beard. His eyes were such a light green, 
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they were almost a light blue. He was dressed just 
like the woman and Zach, but his shirt read: 

If You Can’t Laugh At Yourself Let Me Do It 
“Wait, wait, wait,” | muttered, “what’s going on? 
Who's after me? Why are you guys here when you 
already tried to kill me back at school?” 

The man and woman both stood at attention and 
bowed towards me. 

“Agent Elizabeth Barton,” the woman said. 

“Agent Jake Douglas,” the man added. 

Then the two of them spoke together as one, 
saying, “at your service, your highness.” 

“At ease,” Zach told them and the two of them 
relaxed. 

“These are our double agents,” Zach explained to 
me, “they’ve been informing me on everything the 
enemy has been doing.” 

He tapped his ear, revealing an earpiece that had 
been invisible a second ago. Zach no longer 
touching it, the earpiece became invisible again. 
“But they tried to kill me!” | told him. 

“Apologies,” Agent Barton spoke up, “but we had to 
keep our cover.” 

“You were never in any real danger from us,” Agent 
Douglas added, “but we had to keep up the act, in 
order to continue monitoring the enemy.” 

“We sabotaged every attempt on your life they 
wanted us to make,” Barton continued. 

“But now they’ve decided to do their own dirty 
work, so we’re here to help protect you,” Douglas 
finished. 

| just stared at them. | wasn’t in any real danger 
until now? What was real and what was fake? | 
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wasn’t sure anymore. | turned to look at Zach, who 
was watching my expressions carefully. 

Are you even a real bodyguard? | wondered. Was 
anything you have ever told me true? 

Then | remembered summoning monsters and 
transforming into them. It had been real. It was no 
illusion. Zach had always been there. He had never 
lied to me. When we had run from these two, back 
at school, he had never actually said that | had 
been in danger. He had just told me to run. He had 
never told me that | was in real danger until a few 
moments ago. 

Zach seemed to be waiting for something. | 
guessed that me not knowing what to do was short- 
circuiting his ability to be whatever | needed. 
Otherwise, he probably would already have acted 
and helped me sort things out. Or maybe | was 
already doing that and he was giving me the time | 
needed to process. | was so losing my mind. 

Zach grabbed my wrist and pulled me into his 
arms. | hadn’t realized | was starting to cry. | wasn’t 
even sure why. Maybe my confusion and 
frustration? Probably. 

Zach just held me, not saying a word. | was 
thankful for that. If he had said anything sappy like 
‘it’s okay to cry, just let it out,” or “get over it” or 
anything like either of those, | might have pushed 
away and punched something before running away. 
He knew exactly what to do. 

Typical Zach. 

“| Know you're dying to know about the shirts,” he 
muttered as my crying subsided. 

| looked up at him, wiping the tears out of my eyes. 
He gave me a soft smile and looked up at the other 
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two agents/guards/whatever, who were waiting 
patiently in silence for me to calm down, each with 
a small smile on their faces. 

“The three of us grew up together. We were all kids 
of guards, here in the palace. We formed a pact, 
agreeing to be the most ridiculous guards we could 
be. Guards are supposed to be serious and 
straightforward, only focusing on duty. We agreed 
to go against that idea. Madam Mythos loved our 
ideas and supported us completely. We joined the 
guards but had our own unique stations: double 
agents and stealth missions,” Zach explained. 
“We wear unusual shirts to symbolize our pact. 
Madam Mythos came up with them. Bianca made 
them,” Agent Douglas continued. 

“Then Madam Mythos passed, and Zachariah 
became the new bodyguard,” Agent Barton 
finished, “Jake and | were already on our current 
double agent mission, so that was all well and 
good. We kept in the shadows and watched over 
you under the cover of stalking and plotting to kill 
you.” 

“Now they’re personally after you and we need to 
get moving,” Agent Douglas finished. 

“Cheery,” | muttered, not sure how | felt. 

“How do we proceed?” Agent Jake Douglas asked, 
looking between Zach and me. 

| turned back to Zach as well, who was looking at 
me. | was starting to wonder if /was supposed to 
come up with an answer when Zach turned to his 
friends and told them his battle plan. 

“Elizabeth, go warn Owain and the others.” 

Agent Barton nodded and took off running out the 
door without a moment’s hesitation. 
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“Jake, prepare the guard, including the new 
recruits.” 

“You got it,” Agent Douglas replied as he ran out of 
the room. 

Zach turned back to me and finished, sincerely. “1 
need you to run.” 

“Where?” | asked. 

“Anywhere and everywhere,” he replied, “don’t 
stop for any reason. I'll cover you. Just keep 
running.” 

“Who's after me?” | asked. 

“A murderer, a uSurper, and a greed,” Zach replied, 
“now go!” 

| ran. 

| didn’t stop. 

| just kept going. 

| heard voices. Definitely unfamiliar voices. There 
were three of them total. 

They were male, for sure, and they were getting 
close. | couldn’t make out what they were saying, 
for the most part. | managed to hear something 
about ‘Princess’ and ‘that way’ and ‘kill her.’ 
Deciding that whoever they were, they were talking 
about me, | kept running as fast as | could. 
Especially when they started calling ‘where are 
you?’ in creepy voices. 

| probably should have transformed into one of the 
various monsters | could. Or summoned any of the 
various monsters | had up my arsenal. But | didn’t. 
It didn’t even occur to me. | was too scared, not 
knowing so much as the faces of my attackers. My 
only focus was to keep moving. Anywhere, as fast 
as | could. 
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| heard yelling and screaming. There was the 
definite sound of something crashing and glass 
shattering. Someone was definitely hurt, no doubt 
about that. | wasn’t sure what was going on behind 
me, but | didn’t dare turn around to see. Zach had 
told me to run and that’s what | was doing. 
Although one of the screaming voices, in particular, 
sounded way too familiar. 

But it couldn’t be... 

Zach would beat them. He would protect me. 

He couldn’t be the source of that scream...could 
he? 

| was out of breath, panting as | ran up the stairs. 
As | ran, | passed a few people, but the palace had 
been completely scary empty compared to the 
usual bustle. Anyone who saw me went wide-eyed, 
hurried off, and left me alone. That was good, but | 
wasn’t sure where they were all going. Hell, | 
wasn’t even sure where / was going. 

| found myself in an unfamiliar hallway. Well, 
mostly unfamiliar. At the time | wasn’t thinking 
clearly enough to register where | actually was. The 
floor was covered in a red carpet. The pillars 
matched the white walls, with gold designs along 
everything. Portraits of the different Princesses 
over time and their families lined the walls. A few 
antiques also lined the walls, for no reason than to 
fill up empty space or something like that. Up 
ahead seemed to be a staircase that wrapped 
around on both sides, otherwise, it was a dead end. 
| grabbed the railing to help swing myself up and 
around the staircase, not daring to stop running. At 
the top of the stairs was a gold door. | pulled on it 
and it miraculously opened. Inside was an old 
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wooden staircase that didn’t look safe. That was 
definitely not a safe place to hide. | closed the door 
and turned back around, looking for another way to 
go. 

But there was no other way. | was trapped. | hadn’t 
noticed | was being followed so closely. Three men 
grinned up at me from the bottom of the stairs. 
Two of them were holding up a corpse by the collar 
of its shirt. 

The body they held up looked terrible, completely 
bruised and bleeding in various places. Blood 
covered a majority of his face, limbs, and clothes. It 
wasn’t until his head moved that | realized he was 
still alive. | only just barely recognized him by his 
shirt and that stupid silly phrase in white letters on 
it. 

It was Zach. 

| screamed. 

How in the name of Mythos had they hurt him so 
badly? How had this even happened? How could 
they be so cruel? How was Zach even still alive with 
all of those wounds? None of my questions had 
obvious answers for me. 

One of the men holding Zach looked completely 
cruel, even without his horrid expression. Just the 
look of him screamed evil at me. It had something 
to do with the shape of his face or something in his 
eyes. He had stubble on his face and his hair color 
was fading to a light grey. He wore a grey t-shirt, 
jeans, shoes, and a faded blue jacket. He was 
grinning up at me maliciously. 

The other man holding up Zach also looked old, but 
younger than the other man. He had skin tanner 
than the other two but had greying hair the same 
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as them. He was dressed in a suit and tie, ready for 
a work conference. He looked bored and ready to 
get things over with. He didn’t look particularly evil, 
but that didn’t mean anything. 

The third man was the sternest of the three. His 
head was balding, and he looked absolutely done 
with everything and everyone. He also wore a Suit, 
but his was blue instead of the second man’s brown 
one. He looked like he was ready to step on 
anybody who got in his way. The way he must have 
stepped on Zach just to get to me. 

The murderer, the greed, and the usurper. | now 
understood. 

Zach groaned, his head lolling. It was a relief 
knowing that he was still alive. But how badly he 
looked scared me. | guessed he wasn’t rushing to 
my side, to be my protection, because there wasn’t 
anything more he could do. He had practically died 
already, protecting me. That was really quick. Just 
seeing him like that made me want to cry and 
seeing these men holding him like a rag doll made 
me very very scared for my own life. 

| wanted to scream again, but | withheld the urge. 

| knew they were there to kill me. It was the most 
likely alternative. It wasn’t very likely that they 
were here, the night before my coronation, to 
congratulate me on being the new Princess. They 
were here to kill me so that | would never gain that 
title, even though | sort of already had. Then they 
could take control of the country and do whatever 
they saw fit with it. 

Horrible. 

“Who are you?” | demanded. 
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“Oh, where are our manners?” the psychotic man 
asked his companions before turning back to me, 
“the name is Adams. Upjohn Adams.” 

| wanted to ask him if he had chosen the name 
himself or if his mother had wanted people to make 
fun of him. Upjohn Adams? What’s up John Adams? 
No wonder he looked like he wanted to create 
massacres. What a stupid name. 

“And these are my associates, Tyrell Stannard,” 
stupid name nodded his head to the brown suited 
man who glared at him. “And Myrick Sutherland,” 
he finished as he nodded to the blue-suited man, 
who only crossed his arms in annoyance. 

“What did you do to Zach?” | asked. 

“Oh, this guy?” Upjohn replied, holding up Zach 
higher and looking him over. 

Zach winced weakly. | wanted to cry. 

“Just a few lessons he needed to learn.” 

Upjohn threw Zach down the stairs. It wasn’t far 
down, but Zach still tumbled to the ground. He 
wasn’t motionless, but he was way too still for my 
comfort. | winced as he groaned. He was obviously 
in bad shape. | turned my attention back to the 
three men who were slowly climbing up the stairs 
towards me, from both sides. Upjohn was poorly 
concealing several bloodied knives in his jacket. 
Each of the men’s eyes were hungry for my 
downfall. | was trapped against the door. 

“Why do you want to kill me?” | asked, trying to 
stall for time in case Zach’s agent friends were on 
their way with help, “to claim the throne?” 

“Nah,” Upjohn replied, “that’s his thing.” He was 
pointing at Myrick, who scowled. 
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“| just want my money,” Tyrell muttered, looking 
over at Myrick. 

“And you'll get it,” Myrick promised, “just as soon 
as you buffoons get me my throne.” 

“Hey, watch the name-calling,” Upjohn snarled. 
Yeah, watch the name calling. What a baby with a 
stupid name. 

Then the three of them were standing in front of 
me, at the top of the stairs. There was nowhere 
else for me to go. | was completely trapped, and 
Zach was out of commission. | was about to die, 
and | hadn’t even been coronated yet. | hadn’t 
even reached my sixteenth birthday! 

Talk about bad luck. 

| was stupid and didn’t think of transforming into 
anything in an attempt to escape. Then again, what 
could | have done? My best shot might have been 
turning into a dragon, or something like that, but if 
| wasn’t careful, | could torch Zach and he would 
never recover. | was struggling with what to do. 
Then an idea came to me, and | just took it. 
“Can't | at least explain how | became Princess, 
before | die?” | asked. “Consider it my last words.” 
The men thought about this, considering my last 
request. It was my only chance of stalling before 
the calvary could arrive. | was just hoping that 
these guys wouldn’t realize that. Thankfully, they 
came to an agreement-although grumpily-and 
nodded for me to go ahead. 

| took a deep breath and started talking. | didn’t 
stop, breathing between words as | told them of my 
week and all the things | now knew about myself 
and everything else. 
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This is the story | told them. Everything from 
waking up that day after Georgina passed away, to 
that very moment in my life. 

| didn’t mention the fact that | was buying myself 
time for the cavalry to arrive, but other than that | 
told them pretty much everything. Even the 
embarrassing and private things that I’d normally 
keep to myself. | told them everything. 

Every second counted. And | was so glad | did. It 
was just enough time for the army of palace guards 
to arrive-including a few faces | hadn’t expected to 
be there. Including Jeffery, Kelly, Judy, Chase, and 
AJ. | wondered what on earth they were doing 
there. And why they were wearing palace guard 
uniforms. 

| was thinking these things, finishing my story, as 
Zach had enough strength back to stand up 
somehow. Although weakly. 

“That’s my story,” | told my three attackers. They 
hadn’t noticed the calvary at the bottom of the 
stairs behind them yet and | felt | should make 
them aware of the situation. 

“And if you would be so kind as to turn around, 
you'll see that my cavalry has arrived.” 

The three men looked over their shoulders and only 
scowled as if the entire army didn’t appear as much 
of a threat to them. They turned back to me with 
smiles on their faces, almost sympathetic ones. | 
understood what they meant: they were still going 
to kill me and no one at the bottom of the stairs 
could possibly get up to me in time to rescue me 
before | was dead. 

| was still going to die. 
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“Spider,” Zach’s hoarse voice called up to me, 
echoing in the tall room despite how many people 
were present. “Woman.” 

Everyone else looked confused at Zach’s words, 
buying me just enough time to realize what he 
meant. | was about to yell down at him that he had 
told me never to call on that monster, but | knew 
that he had my best needs at heart. If | needed to 
summon the spider lady to survive, then that is 
what | would do despite the consequences of that 
decision. 

| closed my eyes and called on her with all my 
might. 

| summoned her. 

And when | opened my eyes, all | saw was blood. 
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Zach, it’s me. 

| Know things are messed up right now, but 
please just know that we're here for you. 

It’s very clear that you’re wounded, but don’t 
worry we’ll do our best to help you as best as we 
can. 

| don’t exactly know what we can do about that 
at the moment, but we’ll definitely do our best. 
The medic should already be on his way, if I’m 
not mistaken. 

Just say the word and we’ll make sure he’s here 
in a matter of minutes. 

If you don’t survive this, we’ll do whatever it 
takes to protect the Princess for you. 

| promise. 

And if she doesn’t survive this...well, that’s just 
not an option. 

| promise we'll do whatever it takes. 

Just give us the signal and we'll charge up the 
stairs. 

Wait, what is happening right now? 

What do you mean ‘spider?’ 

What do you mean? 

Wait, who and what is that? 

Who is she? 

Holy- 


iho 


Chapter 12: | Got 
Way More Than | 
Asked For, Which 
Is Awesome! But 
Scary 


When | opened my eyes, a woman was standing in 
front of me. She was facing away from me, so | 
couldn’t see her face, but | could easily tell quite a 
few things about her. 

Her hair was blood red and fell to the center of her 
back. Her skin was deathly pale, whiter than snow 
or porcelain. She wore a red dress that perfectly 
matched her blood-red hair and looked fit for a ball 
but had black webs decorating it all over. She was 
impossibly skinny yet still had amazing curves. Her 
dress had an open back, revealing just how pale 
she was. 

Everyone who could see her stared at her. 

The woman took a deep breath in with a cheerful 
sigh. She stretched a little, as if waking up from a 
nap. She was very close in front of me, allowing me 
to smell the distinct scent of blood coming off her. 
“Who should | kill first?” she asked, her hypnotic 
voice was beautiful and silky smooth, then she 
turned around to face me. 


52 


Her face was flawless and beautiful. Her eyes were 
a unique blue-green mixed color that | had never 
seen before. Her eyebrows were thin and crisp, the 
same color as the hair on her head-which told me 
that her hair wasn’t dyed, it actually was the color 
of blood. Her lips were almost a matching red, but 
were slightly brighter, like a rose red. And along 
with her teeth being blinding white, she had 
obvious vampire fangs that were hidden unless she 
grinned. 

It took me a moment to realize she was waiting for 
me to decide who she was going to kill first. 

“No killing,” | said quickly, “just protect.” 

The woman regarded me with an unamused 
expression. 

“Darling,” she told me, placing her hand on my 
shoulder, “no one summons me unless they want 
someone dead.” 

| looked around at everyone, who were all staring 
at me now. 

“Just protect,” | told her again, trying to look strong 
and commanding. I’m pretty sure | failed. 

“| have control over you,” | told her, “You won’t kill 
anybody.” 

The woman laughed and turned to face everyone 
else. Upjohn, Tyrell, and Myrick were slowly backing 
away from her, heading slowly down the stairs. 
Smart move. 

“Honey,” she told me, turning back to face me, “do 
you know why all Mythos Princesses fear me?” 

| shook my head, even though | had a few 
suspicions. She was scary as is. 

“| can’t be controlled,” she told me with a grin, 
revealing her fangs once more. 
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| gulped. 

“Now, who here,” she asked as she turned back 
around to look everyone else over, “has threatened 
the newbie to the degree of needing to summon 
me?” 

Everyone froze, staring up at her in fear. 

The woman leaned on the railing as she closed her 
eyes and sniffed the air. She sighed with a sweet 
grin on her face, as if she was smelling cookies 
fresh from the oven, before opening her eyes with 
a look that read just how much lust for blood she 
was experiencing. She looked directly at my three 
attackers, somehow knowing it had been them. The 
three men bolted, and the woman leaped over the 
railing, landing on top of them. Everyone else 
moved out of the way. 

Upjohn stood no chance against her, barely making 
a grunting sound before the woman was finished 
with him. Tyrell and Myrick managed to escape 
down the hall, wailing and screaming for their lives 
the way | had back at school, a few days before. 
The woman bent over Upjohn for only a second or 
two before leaping after the other two. 

| hadn’t been able to see much, the woman’s dress 
had obscured everything from my view, but when 
she ran after the other two, Upjohn was pale and 
still. A few drops of blood were on his shirt, small 
puncture marks on his neck, but other than that he 
was deadly white. He was dead. 

| could hear the other two screaming, growing 
silent one after the other. It sounded like Myrick 
had lasted longer than Tyrell, but | couldn’t be sure. 
| hadn’t known either for more than a second, much 
less at all. | guessed the two’s silence was due to 
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the woman and whatever she had done to Upjohn 
she had done the same to them. 

| couldn’t see the woman or the two attackers who 
had fled, but the soldiers downstairs could see. 
Based on their expressions, what they saw was not 
pretty. A few looked repulsed, but most looked 
extremely scared. My friends-AJ, Kelly, Chase, Judy, 
and Jeff-who | was still unsure what they were doing 
in those uniforms here in the palace, looked up at 
me with expressions that clearly read that they 
were freaked out. 

The woman came back into view and all of the 
soldiers moved out of the way for her. She was 
dragging two sacks made of webbing that scarily 
resembled the shape of human bodies. The sacks 
were not moving. | had a sinking feeling that the 
two sacks were Tyrell and Myrick. 

“What?” she asked, everyone staring at her. “Do 
you know how much blood is in the human body? 
Close to two gallons. | just drank one of those. Do 
you really think I’m gonna drink two more of those 
so soon? No, these are for later. You wouldn’t drink 
five gallons of water in one go, would you? No. So 
quit looking at me like that. Sheesh.” 

So, she had only killed one of my enemies. She was 
saving the other two for later meals. That was a 
creepy thought. 

The woman turned around and looked up at me, 
her mouth was dripping with blood. It only took a 
moment to realize that she had drunk the blood of 
her victims. She leaped into the air and landed by 
my side in seconds as Zach stumbled up the stairs. 
Thankfully the woman didn’t attack me, only faced 
me with expectation in her expression. 
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| tried to send her back to wherever | had 
summoned her from, but she was still there. She 
wouldn’t go back. No matter how much | 
concentrated. 

She waved a finger at me, making a ‘tsk, tsk,’ 
sound and said, “again, darling, you can’t control 
me. I'll leave when | decide to. Once you summon 
me, you can’t get rid of me without my consent.” 

| swallowed what felt like a wad of sandpaper. 

She smiled at me sweetly, looking slightly more 
human now. 

“Don’t worry,” she promised, “I won't be killing 
anyone else unless they threaten your life. Though | 
will be eating my two catches, later.” 

| nodded, not completely reassured. | looked behind 
her to see Zach almost to us. He looked absolutely 
exhausted and horrible. The woman turned around 
to look at him and looked mildly curious. Zach 
didn’t look afraid of her, only tired. Everyone else 
just kept staring at her. 

“My, my, my,” the blood woman declared, “look 
who’s become the new bodyguard.” 

“Aricia,” Zach addressed her calmly. 

“So you do remember me,” the woman grinned, 
“excellent! | thought you might have forgotten, 
seeing how young you were.” 

“Zach, what’s she talking about?” | asked, my voice 
surprisingly steady. 

“Madam Mythos summoned her once before,” Zach 
explained, staring down the blood woman, “but it 
was a brief summoning. It was just to talk. | had 
been practicing my stealth training and stumbled 
upon them. Aricia introduced herself and warned 
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me not to let any Mythos summon her unless the 
need was dire.” 

“Indeed!” the woman, | now knew as Aricia, 
exclaimed as she clapped her hands together. 
Zach looked over everyone below and told them to 
dismiss. Begrudgingly, after having been gathered 
for apparently nothing, they did. 

Zach and | turned back to face Aricia. | wasn’t sure 
what to do at all. 

“Now,” Aricia said while rubbing her hands together 
excitedly, revealing that even her nails were blood 
red. “It’s time for dinner and then off to bed. The 
coronation is tomorrow and you, little miss 
Princess, need your rest.” 

She looked Zach over sympathetically before 
motioning him closer. He managed two steps 
before she closed the gap between them. | was 
about to warn Zach to stay away from her, since 
she apparently drinks blood, but | was too late. 
Turns out | didn’t really need to. 

Yes, she bit him and sucked the blood out of his 
body, but she didn’t drink all of his blood. Just 
enough to keep him from constantly bleeding. She 
helped him stay standing, especially since he was 
weak on his feet from loss of blood. | was worried 
he was about to die from his blood loss, but slowly 
he seemed to be regaining strength and could 
stand on his own. He started looking a lot better. | 
didn’t understand how. 

“How?” was all | could think to ask. 

“I’m part vampire,” Aricia told me, matter-of-factly. 
“Got that,” | replied, blinking repeatedly, “but he’s 
doing better and not worse.” 
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Aricia nodded. “Vampires make really good 
doctors,” she explained, “we’re really good with 
blood and other bodily fluids. My father-in-law, 
Marcus, is a really good physician. He’s patched my 
mom up more than once.” 

| didn’t know what to make of that, all | understood 
was: 

“You’re married?” 

Aricia nodded and held up her ring finger. Sure 
enough, she was wearing a wedding ring. It was 
shaped like a silver spider with a ruby abdomen. | 
was starting to wonder who her spouse was when | 
decided that | really didn’t want to know. Whoever 
was crazy enough to marry her had to be as scary 
and dangerous as herself. 

“Thank you,” Zach told Aricia. 

“Not a problem,” she replied, taking a hold of my 
arm, “now let’s get this one some food before she 
faints.” 

| didn’t complain. | was famished. | was also 
exhausted from running for my life. 

Aricia led Zach and me to the dining room, where 
everyone else in the palace was gathered. 
Meanwhile, Agents Douglas and Barton moved the 
bodies, webbed and Upjohn’s, in through the door 
to the forbidden tower | had yet to see. Aricia 
seemed pleased about this. 

Walking down the hallways, she seemed to know 
where everything was just fine, which bothered me 
considering how | actually live here and still didn’t 
have the place memorized. How much time had she 
actually spent here, over the decades, to have 
memorized everything? 
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When the staff in the dining room saw us, they 
looked uneasy. | couldn’t blame them; they had just 
witnessed this lady go vampire on the enemies and 
was now refusing to leave. | was still a little freaked 
out too. Okay, a lot freaked out. 

As soon as | sat down, so did everyone else. Zach 
sat on my left while Aricia sat on my right. The 
spread was amazing, and we all dug in. There was 
conversation, but with everyone being so uneasy 
about Aricia being so close, the talking was dialed 
down to a low chatter. Aricia didn’t seem bothered 
by this. She just ate her steak and sausages with a 
content expression. Meanwhile, Zach and | were 
having a silent conversation about the spider lady. 
Zach was giving me looks that clearly meant that | 
was paranoid and needed to relax about the spider 
lady being here. | kept giving him looks that | 
hoped read: you’re delusional and crazy from blood 
loss! 

It seemed like he understood, but it was hard to tell 
with how insistent he was that Aricia being here 
wasn’t that big of a deal anymore and that he was 
fine. The guy was clearly delusional, but then 
again, he was looking a lot better than before. 

At the end of dinner, after we finished eating, Zach 
gave a speech. Apparently, | was the only one 
surprised by this. 

“Preparations for the coronation have been 
successful throughout the week. Good work, 
everyone. Tomorrow is the big day. The final 
preparations need to be done before eleven. The 
palace will be open to the public at noon. The 
ceremony will not start until the beginning of 
sunset, which will allow everyone to have gathered 
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by then. Midnight is when the night will be 
completed. We are on the clock until then. | want 
everyone well rested by morning. We’ll need it. 
Good night, everyone.” 

Everyone in the palace-which was everyone 
gathered, including guards, maids, and such-all 
nodded in unison. It was a little trippy to watch. 
Everyone got up from their seats and bowed to me 
before leaving. Watching my friends from school 
bow to me was even more trippy. | wasn’t sure I'd 
ever get used to the whole ‘Princess’ thing. The 
formality and royal treatment was just too 
unnerving. Anyone else might have enjoyed it, but 
not me. 

Zach started leading me back to my room, still 
ignoring his own need of cleaning and healing, 
when Aricia started heading in the opposite 
direction. | started panicking, wondering what she 
was planning on doing and who was about to die 
because of it. Zach took my hands, pulled me close, 
and spoke calmly to me. 

“She's going to the forbidden tower. That’s her 
room when she’s here. That’s why that tower is 
deadly and forbidden. She isn’t going to hurt 
anyone as long as you’re Safe. Right now, you are 
safe. She’s just going to get some sleep, same as 
everyone else. She'll eat in the morning, and no 
one will notice, because she'll be finishing off 
tonight’s job. Everything is alright.” 

“How can you be so calm?” | demanded in as quiet 
a voice as | could muster. “She just killed someone 
and is going to ‘finish the job’ tomorrow! What is 
wrong with you?” 
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He gave me his ‘rea//y?’ face with the deadpan 
expression and lifted an eyebrow. | mentally 
facepalmed myself. My panic must have been 
interfering with my logical reasoning because | 
already knew this: whatever | needed, he was. | 
took a deep breath in an attempt to calm down. | 
wasn’t sure how well it worked, but | managed to 
make it to my room without screaming. 
When we made it to my room, | stopped Zach from 
doing anything and dragged him into the bathroom. 
He didn’t fight me or even say anything about it. He 
just let me. | turned on the water in the tub and 
added some soap, making bubbles in the water. | 
told him to get in and handed him a washcloth. 
Then | hurried out and closed the mirror-door 
behind me. | decided | would shower in the 
morning. 
Hailee was waiting for me by the closet. | walked 
over and she helped me get ready for bed. She was 
putting the finishing touches on my hair when Zach 
came out of the bathroom. He was clean, only a 
few fading marks left over, and was dressed in 
clean clothes. | wasn’t sure where the clothes had 
come from, but he was definitely wearing a new 
pair of jeans, shoes, and a black shirt that read: 
| love sleeping 

It’s like being dead without the commitment 
“Where'd you get the new clothes?” | asked, 
staring at him. 
“You obviously haven’t explored the compartments 
in the walls,” was his reply as he made his way to 
the couch and laid down. 
“What, you just stock up on clothes inside the 
walls?” | asked him. 
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He only turned his head to look at me as a reply. | 
wasn’t sure what he meant by that look. But | now 
suspected that he did have extra clothes stocked 
up in the bathroom somewhere. The ones he was 
wearing was my proof. 

Hailee left the room as | made my way towards my 
bed. Zach didn’t move from the couch. He had his 
arm across his face like he was trying to block out 
the light so that he could sleep. | told him 
“Goodnight” as | climbed into bed. His response 
was an incomprehensible muttering that his arm 
was muffling. | didn’t catch what he said at all, but 
that didn’t mean anything. 

The lights shut off, as | clapped my hands together, 
and | drifted off to sleep. As of tomorrow, | would 
completely and officially be the Mythos Princess. 
There would be no doubt about it. | would be ruling 
Estua with little to no preparation. But surprisingly 
enough, | wasn’t worried. | had a team to help me. | 
wasn’t alone. | had nothing to worry about. 

With these thoughts in mind, | fell asleep. 
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That was insane, Z. 
Glad you’re still alive. 
The both of you. 


Just keep us posted on what needs to be done. 


We're focusing on the troops now, for the 
coronation. 

They'll be ready by morning. 

If you need anything else, just let Jake and me 
know. 

We're here if you need us. 

Keep us posted and we'll keep you updated. 
Thanks for leading us, Zach. 

Your dad would be proud. 

| know he would. 

Good night. 

We've all got a big day ahead of us. 

Alright, I’ll shut up now. 

Sleep well. 
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Chapter 13: 
Coronation Means 
| Don’t Need to 
Dye My Hair 
Anymore 


Zach was still on the couch when | woke up. But he 
had his back against the seat, his legs were over 
the backrest, and his head was resting on air. His 
shirt had changed again, but today it wasn’t a 
sarcastic comment. Instead, it was an imprint of a 
tuxedo. That was different. He didn’t move his 
head, but his eyes looked over at me as soon as | 
sat up in bed. 

“Big day,” he told me. 

| nodded. He swung his legs off the backrest and 
stood up from the couch. As if that was their cue, 
Bianca, Hailee, Chelsea, and several maids walked 
in. They were carrying trays of food, clothing, and 
hair stuff. | climbed out of bed as they all walked in. 
Chelsea made sure | ate before the others could 
make me look pretty, which was smart because I’d 
likely spill something on my outfit later. 

Some of the maids fixed up my bed while others 
drew me a bath with sweet-smelling perfumes. The 
perfumes made me smell like lavender and cocoa 
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butter. The warm water felt amazing. While | was in 
there, | checked my back to see the new addition to 
my collection. An image of a small red and black 
spider was on the small of my back. Looking closer, 
| could see that it was a mini-Aricia, wearing a red 
and black catsuit, and had four smooth black spider 
legs protruding from her back. 

When | came out of the bathroom, only wrapped in 
a towel, Bianca was waiting with my clothes. At 
first, | wasn’t sure what it was that she had for me 
to wear. | almost thought it was a wedding dress, 
but it was too simple. The dress was long-sleeved, 
had a high collar, and the bottom rim brushed the 
floor. The only decoration was a simple, thin, silver 
belt that was inlaid into the dress around my waist. 
Also, the back was missing, making my back 
completely bare aside from my neck and waist, 
allowing my monster ‘tattoos’ to be exposed for all 
to see. 

“This is the dress you've been working on this 
whole time?” | asked, confused as to why 
something so simple could have taken so long. 
Bianca nodded. “There’s more to it than what 
meets the eye. You don’t need the decorations just 
yet,” she explained, “I'll trigger them when it gets 
closer to coronation time.” 

| nodded. | could understand that. 

“Until then, we’ve got a lot of time to kill,” Zach 
spoke up, he was still sitting on the couch. 

“How much time?” | asked. 

“Until sunset,” he replied. 

Then what the Mythos am | supposed to do until 
then? | wanted to know. 
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Zach seemed about to tell me something else, 
likely an explanation or something along the lines 
of that, when my bedroom doors flew open to 
reveal Aricia. Her blood-red hair was up in a thick 
bun on top of her head. Her bright red lips glistened 
against her pale white skin. She wore a black dress 
with a blood-red corset, and her dress had a black 
spiderweb tail that had red spiders embedded into 
it. She looked majestic but at the same time scary. 
Thankfully, the spiders on her dress were not alive 
or moving. If they had been moving, | might have 
screamed and ran away. But the spiders on her 
dress didn’t move, so | didn’t flee for my life. Yet. 
Confession: she still freaked me out a bit. 
“Astounding!” Aricia announced when she saw me, 
“| gotta hand it to you, Bianca, | see what you’re 
doing here. What a masterpiece!” 

Bianca blushed and nodded silently as Aricia looked 
me over, walking around me and touching the 
dress in various places. | wasn’t sure how she knew 
Bianca’s name, but | wasn’t about to ask. 

“It doesn’t have the designs on it, yet” | told the 
spider lady. 

“Not that you humans can see,” she replied matter- 
of-factly, “but | can see exactly what the designs 
are, and | love them.” 

| looked at Bianca and asked, “are they webs?” 

| wasn’t sure what other design a spider would love. 
“Of sorts,” Bianca replied with a small smile, “you'll 
see.” 

| nodded and looked myself over in the mirror 
again. | looked pretty enough, though my rainbow 
hair looked unusual with the fancy white dress. 
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“Now for the shoes,” Bianca said, regaining my 
attention. 

In her hands, she held white socks. At least, that’s 
what they looked like. Looking closer, | could see 
that they more closely resembled water socks than 
regular socks. Also, on the heels of the socks were 
familiar markings that told me the real thought 
behind them. These socks were like my shoes that 
transformed between various types of skates. 

| let Bianca put the socks on me and walked ina 
circle. It would take a little bit to break the socks in, 
but they were comfy enough as it was. | 
experimentally clicked my heels together once. 
High heels grew out of the socks, making me two 
inches taller than | actually was. | clicked my heels 
together again and the socks shrank back to 
normal. 

| clicked my heels twice and rollerblade wheels 
popped out of my socks, my feet surprisingly 
supported somehow. | had to grab onto Hailee’s 
shoulder to keep my balance before | double- 
clicked my heels together again and my socks went 
back to normal. | clicked my heels together three 
times and actual skis popped out, making the girls 
jump back in alarm for a second. 

“Once for heels. Twice for blades. Thrice for skis,” | 
noted as | returned my socks to normal, “anything 
else?” 

“For now, no,” Bianca replied, “but if the need 
arises, | can add more.” 

| nodded and thanked her, just as there was a 
knock at the door. Zach got up from the couch and 
opened the door to reveal my school mates, who 
were surprisingly still here and still in the guard 
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uniforms. Kelly’s pink hair and Judy’s yellow hair 
looked a little ridiculous while they wore their 
uniforms, but they didn’t look that bad. Just a little 
silly. Jeffery, Chase, and AJ all looked good in their 
uniforms. But why the five of them were even 
wearing the uniforms in the first place, was still 
bothering me. 

Zach let the five in, the lot of them all looking a 
little nervous with my bodyguard around. When 
they saw me, all five of them had awed 
expressions. Open mouths and wide eyes. 

“Wow, Fiona,” the girls told me, the guys unable to 
speak, “you look amazing.” 

“Thanks,” | replied, “but what are you guys doing 
here? You all joined the guard or something?” 

All five nodded. 

“After we saw you walk past us, into the palace,” AJ 
explained. “We came to see what was up.” 

“One of the guards explained to us that you were 
the new Princess,” Chase continued. 

“Which sounded a little ridiculous, at first,” Judy 
added. 

“We figured we wouldn’t get to hang out with you 
anymore unless we joined the staff,” Kelly 
mentioned. 

“So we joined,” Jeff finished. 

“You guys joined the guard just for me?” | asked 
them, pulling them into a group hug. “Thanks, you 
guys.” 

As we pulled away, they told me they were actually 
enjoying being guards in training. The combat 
practices had more rushes than skating did. Also, 
they got respect amongst their fellow guards by 
knowing me personally. They liked that of course. 
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“It’s hard to believe that our Fiona is gonna be 
running the country now,” AJ mentioned, watching 
me as if seeing me in a new lighting. 

That reminded me: ruling. | was supposed to be 
ruling. | didn’t know how to rule. Owain hadn’t 
covered that in practice. Bianca hadn’t covered 
that. Hailee hadn’t covered that. None of the staff 
had covered that. Not even Zach had covered that. 
| turned to Zach with my eyes bulging out of my 
head. 

“We never covered ruling!” | shrieked, “I don’t 
know how to rule a country!” 

Zach’s expression hadn’t changed since | had 
woken up. He looked bored, semi annoyed, and 
tired. 

“Of course, you don’t know how to rule a country,” 
he replied, “ruling a country is not something you 
can be taught. It is something you learn through 
hands-on experience. You can be taught how other 
people rule and the best ways to rule, but you can 
not be taught how to rule the way you rule. That’s 
completely up to you.” 

“But I’m not ready!” | insisted, “I’m not ready to 
rule! I’m not ready to be the Princess!” 

Aricia let out a solid laugh, gaining our attention. 
Everyone except Zach and me leaned away from 
her as if she had a contagious disease. 

“By the end of the day you'll be Princess whether 
you’re ready or not,” she said. “Even if Zachariah 
hadn’t found you.” 

“Huh?” was my response. 

“The ceremony, the training, all the show was just 
that: for show. A week after the Mythos Princess 
passes, the next immediately transforms into the 
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new Princess,” Aricia explained, actually looking 
sincere, not bloodthirsty, “the heir transforms. Her 
body becomes immune to every harmful thing. The 
powers emerge and intensify. Believe me, there’s 
no way out of this, simply because you’re a 
descendant of Mary.” 

“Mary was the Mythos Queen,” | recalled, not sure 
why Aricia was bringing her up. 

Aricia nodded and explained, “her grandparents, as 
well as her own decisions, are the reason why she 
became Queen and even possessed the powers 
that have been passed down to you.” 

“Her grandparents?” | asked, “who were they? 
What about her parents? What decisions?” 

Aricia looked towards the mantle, where the 
Photoshop image of me was, as she replied. 

“The farthest back of your ancestry, that | know of, 
is a woman named Aileen. | know she had three 
children named John, Wendy, and Michael. Wendy’s 
children were vast in majority and things got 
confusing, but things worked out because of Riria’s 
blessing. Jack was one of Wendy’s grandchildren, 
who had a son named Peter. Peter and a girl named 
Mira, had Mary. | know that much. | don’t know 
exactly what Mary did to earn Riria’s favor, but 
Riria blessed Mary and made her the Queen of 
Oscela. Her daughter, Lily, was named after Riria 
and was the first Mythos Princess.” 

“Riria?” | asked, unfamiliar with the name, “who is 
she? And how does the name Lily have anything to 
do with her?” 

“Riria means lily,” Aricia explained slowly, meeting 
my eyes with a similar expression I’d use when 
talking to someone who was slow to understand 
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me. “And Riria is the true ruler of Oscela. She 
always has been. This island was her home before 
Aileen’s descendants came. The only reason Riria 
hasn’t been here, the past few thousand years, is 
because she gave that job to Mary when she joined 
the rest of us monsters in the EL.” 

“The what now?” | asked, only growing more 
confused. 

“The Ecstasy Level,” Zach chimed in, “the realm of 
monsters and mythical creatures.” 

Aricia nodded, looking pleased with Zach’s answer. 
“You call your home the Ecstasy Level?” | asked. 
Aricia waved my question away as she continued, 
“long story involving Physics being bored. Now, 
Riria is a powerful woman. In fact, she’s the only 
way for you to become Queen, one of these days. 
I’Il summon her at the coronation because she has 
a right to be there.” 

“Why can’t | summon her?” | asked. “If she’s a 
mythical creature, shouldn’t | be able to?” 

Aricia shook her head. 

“She’s a special case,” she attempted to explain, 
“she’s the reason you have the ability to summon 
us, in the first place. You have absolutely no power 
over her or her kind at all, because of it. There are 
very few monsters that you have no Say in, but 
there are some. She made sure of that for a reason. 
It’s a safety measure to protect both the Mythos 
ruler and the monsters of the EL.” 

“Well, what is she? Who is she?” Chase asked, 
looking a little nervous to be speaking to Aricia at 
all. 

“She’s the woman in the mural,” Zach spoke up, 
meeting my gaze, “the one standing behind Mary.” 


aleal 


“The dragon lady,” | realized. 

Zach and Aricia both nodded. | wasn’t sure how 
Zach knew. He hadn’t known earlier. Maybe he had 
just pieced the clues together. Maybe | just needed 
to know, so he was telling me. Either way, now | 
knew who Riria was. 

“So you’re going to summon her at the coronation,” 
| said. 

Aricia nodded. 

“Is she going to do anything?” | asked, “like how 
you were when | summoned you?” 

“You mean will she kill anyone? No,” Aricia replied, 
“she'll just be there to see you transform. And the 
anthem; it’s in her honor, after all. Afterward, she 
can start you on your tasks to become Queen and-” 
“Wait, wait, wait,” | cut her off, making a ‘time out’ 
motion with my hands. 

“The anthem is in her honor?” | asked. 

“Yeah,” Kelly spoke up, “I always thought it was 
about the Princess.” 

“Also,” | added, “what tasks?” 

“Of course it’s in her honor!” Arica replied, looking 
shocked that we would think otherwise, “pay closer 
attention to the lyrics! The entire song is talking 
about her powers and what she did for her people 
before Aileen’s kids showed up to the island and 
things got weird!” 

“Uh-huh,” Jeff managed, while the rest of us 
remained quiet. 

“As for the tasks,” Aricia continued, “Riria has a 
certain view of what a Queen is and what she 
should be. She expects Queens to rule the way she 
does. She has this sort of list of dos and don'ts that 
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she'll kind of just grade you off of. If you pass, she'll 
let you be Queen.” 

“And if | don’t pass, | won’t be Queen,” | guessed. 
Aricia nodded, looking pleased that | put the pieces 
together. 

“But don’t worry about it,” Aricia told me, “You'll be 
the first Queen Oscela has had in centuries.” 

“How do you know?” | asked. 

“Because I’m from the future,” Aricia replied, 
looking completely serious. “I won’t be born for 
another century, at the least. | know my history. 
Also, I’m one of your descendants.” 

“Say what now?” 

Aricia waved away my comment, “just a little 
assurance that | know what I’m talking about.” 

“My descendant?” | asked, looking around at 
everyone, to make sure | heard her right. 

“Old news,” Aricia redirected our conversation, 
“back to the readiness to become Princess. You’re 
good to go. Everything is going to work out just 
fine. You’ve got nothing to worry about.” 

“Just everything to look forward to,” | finished for 
her, getting lost in my own thoughts. 

What had | gotten myself into? 

Aricia nodded and added, “plus, you have Zach. It’s 
what he’s here for.” 

Zach rolled his eyes but nodded. 

My brain felt like it was going to explode. 
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| think she liked your surprise, Zach. 

We'll make sure that the new recruits are ready 
for anything, by the end of the week. 

For now, it’s a celebration day, so we’re gonna 
cut them a little slack. 

If you need us, you know how to call us. 

We'll be there. 

Anymore double agent missions? 

We'll take them. 

Just focus on your job and keep her safe. 

She’s gonna need you more than she lets on. 
At least, that’s what | suspect with what you’ve 
told us about her. 

Just, just know that we’re here for you. Okay? 
If you need anything... 

And | really liked playing double agent. 

That was fun. 

| got to sabotage weapons and play-Hey! 

Jake! Give that back! 

Jake- 
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Chapter 14: Just 
Your Typical 
Coronation, 
Complete with DJ 
and Dragons 


The day flew by surprisingly fast. My school mates 
were here to practice guarding me, but we talked 
more than anything else. 

Zach had me spar against them, more so that they 
could practice than me. Bianca made my dress 
transform into a onesie during our sparring. 
Sparring was nothing too taxing or anything that 
would cause me to sweat. It was just some blocks 
and rolls. My mates did all the real work. But Hailee 
still had to fix my hair again and spray me with way 
too much perfume, afterward. 

Chelsea had more food in no time and there was 
enough for everyone there. Of course, she had to 
make several trips to get more, in order for that to 
be possible, though. Before | knew it, it was already 
three in the afternoon. | hadn’t noticed the time fly 
by until Agents Elizabeth Barton and Jake Douglas 
knocked on the door, saying that it was time for my 
besties to join the rest of the guards to prepare for 
the coronation. 
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As soon as they had closed the door behind them, | 
started panicking again. 

| was in no shape to run Estua. | was a kid who 
hadn’t finished schooling; was using a pillow to 
make up for my panda doll-Scruffles-at home, 
because | couldn’t sleep without something soft to 
cuddle with; and had dyed rainbow hair. 

| wasn’t ready for responsibility yet. | wasn’t ready 
for any of this! 

Zach stayed quiet while | ranted for an entire hour 
and a half. Aricia tried to talk to me but couldn’t get 
more than a word in before | continued ranting. | 
hadn’t noticed when all of the maids had left, 
earlier. All who remained were Bianca and Hailee. 
Chelsea had gone to get more food. 

When | had finished ranting, | could finally breathe 
properly again. | plopped down on my bed and just 
lay there for a little while, just breathing while 
everyone else was quiet. 

“Are you done yet?” Aricia broke the silence. 

| nodded. “I’m not ready for any of this, but hey 
that’s life!” 

“Exactly,” Aricia agreed. 

“What time are we going out there?” | asked, 
turning my head, as | looked around for Zach. 

He was sitting behind me, on the bed, so | had to 
tilt my head back to look up at him. | wasn’t sure 
when he had moved there from the couch. 

“In a few minutes,” he replied, watching me 
carefully. 

| nodded, closed my eyes, and momentarily drifted 
off. I’m not sure how long | slept, but it couldn’t 
have been for very long. Only a few minutes, at 
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most. | woke to Zach tapping my nose, not having 
moved from where he sat. 

“Time to go,” he said quietly. 

“Go where?” | asked. 

“To the throne room,” he replied softly. 

“We have a throne room?” | asked, sitting up, “of 
course we do. Why wouldn’t we?” 

“We've been doing renovations,” Hailee spoke up. 
“That’s why you haven't seen it yet,” Bianca 
finished. 

| climbed off the bed and stood up, checking my 
hair to make sure | hadn’t messed it up. Hailee and 
Bianca hurried forward. Hailee fixed my hair into a 
tight bun, at the back of my head, as Bianca 
messed with the rim of my dress. Before my eyes, 
the dress changed. 

It was still white, but silver spiderwebs began to 
appear along the rim of the dress. Also, the high 
collar lowered into an almost V-neck. The sleeves 
faded into a transparent state of white and silver 
bats connected, along my arms. The silver belt 
transformed from just a thin band into thin crystal 
beads, in the shape of spiders. 

“How?” | asked Bianca, staring down at my dress. 
“It’s prototype fabric,” Bianca explained, “for years, 
we've been trying to create a similar fabric to the 
kind found in the monster realm.” 

| was confused until | watched Aricia’s dress 
change, before my eyes, too. Her dress became a 
pitch-black ball gown, with a blood-red corset and 
skirt coat. Her sleeves were like mine, but in black, 
and were shaped as spiders instead of bats. 
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“Pretty good,” Aricia compared my dress to hers, 
“but our fabric responds to the wearer’s thoughts. 
Close resemblance, though, B.” 

Bianca nodded to Aricia and replied, “| am glad you 
approve.” 

“It’s beautiful,” | told my seamstress, then turned 
my head to Hailee, “thank you both.” 

Hailee smiled at me. “A pleasure, your highness.” 
“That being said,” Zach caught our attention, 
climbing off the bed, approaching me, and offering 
his arm to me, “we should be going.” 

| took his arm and the girls all hurried to the door. | 
tapped my heels together and high heels sprung 
from my shoes/socks, making me two inches taller 
than | actually was. | took a deep breath and let 
Zach walk me out of the room, followed by my 
maids and led by the spider lady. 

We walked slowly enough for me to keep from 
tripping down the stairs, but fast enough to keep up 
with Aricia. Aricia wasn’t exactly in a hurry, but she 
definitely wasn’t interested in waiting for us. She 
jumped over the stair railing and landed at the 
bottom of the stairs, in less time than it takes to 
say ‘show off.’ Then she kept walking as if she was 
the one being coronated and couldn’t wait to see 
her throne. | was perfectly content to take one step 
ata time. 

| didn’t pay much attention to where we were 
going. My mind was elsewhere as Zach and the 
girls led me through various hallways. | wasn’t sure 
how | was supposed to act when | arrived. We had 
covered dancing and history, but we hadn’t 
covered manners or etiquette. | only realized this 
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on our way there. It wasn’t until | heard the music, 
that | was jutted out of my thoughts. 

The music was loud and had a good beat. The 
sound was muffled from the other side of the 
enormous double doors, in front of us, but | could 
still hear it pretty well. It sounded like whoever was 
on the other side was having an enormous party 
just my style: loud and wild. | could feel the 
vibrations of the music through the floor. 

“To everyone but us, the music sounds a bit 
quieter,” Aricia explained to me, “our hearing’s a 
bit better than regular humans.” 

“You're saying it sounds louder to me because | can 
summon monsters and turn into them?” | 
questioned. 

Aricia nodded. “You’re part monster now. You’re 
one of us.” 

With this in mind, Aricia pushed open the doors and 
it was a miracle that all eyes did not immediately 
turn towards us. The entire room was crowded, 
filled with people dressed up for a big dance party. 
Some people were dressed more formally than 
others, but no one was wearing anything casual. It 
was definitely a special occasion. 

Guards lined the walls, spread out, wearing their 
uniforms in a very spiffy way. The female guards 
wore the uniforms too, but instead of the pants, 
they wore shorts with transparent fishnet tights 
underneath. | wasn’t sure why they were dressed 
that way, but they didn’t look bad. 

A few servants and maids moved around the crowd, 
carrying trays of drinks and food. They wore the 
same dresses as Hailee and Bianca: short white V- 
neck dresses with off-shoulder sleeves. Their hair 
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was down and wavy. A few maids had tiny braids, 
to add design, in their hair. 

People were dancing to the beat of the music, 
showing off some awesome moves. Up in a very 
obvious D} booth, on the left side of the room, was 
none other than my dad. He sort of wore a tux, but 
without the jacket and no tie. The top few buttons 
of his white shirt were undone. His hair was 
disheveled, which was his usual style. 

Standing next to him, jamming out as she fingered 
through the music disc selection, was my mom. She 
wore a beautiful dark green one-shoulder dress. 
Her hair was down and lusciously draped over one 
shoulder. She had bright red lipstick on, adding to 
her vampiric look and pale skin. Though compared 
to Aricia, mom suddenly looked less like a vampire 
and more like a human. 

The two of them seemed to be the first people to 
see me. They stared for a moment, seeming almost 
unsure of who | was or what to do. Then they 
seemed to remember and realized, smiling at me. 
Mom covered most of her face with her hands, 
trying to keep away tears, as dad died down the 
music a few notches and picked up a microphone. 
“Well, ladies and gentlemen,” he spoke into the 
mic, gaining everyone’s attention until they turned 
to see what he was looking at. “Our new Princess 
has finally arrived.” 

Suddenly, all eyes were on me. The dancing had 
stopped. The music had died down to a faint 
thrumming. The people in the back of the room 
tried to find space amongst everyone else to see 
me better. But for some reason, none of this 
bothered me. | wasn’t sweating with panic. | wasn’t 
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scared or itching to turn and flee. | was at ease and 
straightened my posture a little bit more. Looking 
around at everyone gathered there, | couldn’t help 
but smile. 

| wasn’t sure what | had expected. Perhaps maybe 
something more formal or more like a fairytale. But 
that’s not what | got. | got something much better. | 
got something real. | wasn’t sure how, but | picked 
out a few familiar faces out of the crowd as the 
cheering began. People from school, people who 
knew me from dad’s skating rink, and people who 
lived near my house, all started cheering my name. 
Everyone around them clapped and chanted my 
name too. 

People cheered as they made room for us. | smiled 
and waved at familiar faces, growing a little excited 
as Aricia led the way into the room and Zach pulled 
me along. Hailee and Bianca closed the enormous 
doors behind us, as we made our way deeper into 
the enormous room that somehow managed to fit 
the entire kingdom inside. It was a bit crowded. 
The room was enormous and high ceilinged, with 
white marble columns and wide-open windows that 
showed the sun beginning to set over the horizon. 
The room was a lot like the ballroom, but larger. 
The murals of the past Princesses were spread 
along the ceiling too, but larger than the ones in 
the ballroom. On the opposite side of the room, 
from the double doors we had entered, rose a 
golden dragon throne. As in a throne shaped like an 
actual dragon. The throne was cushioned in red 
fabric. Aricia and Zach were leading me towards it, 
Aricia on my right and Zach on my left. 
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We stopped at the foot of the stairs that led up to 
the throne, only two feet higher on the raised dais. 
We didn’t climb the stairs. Somehow, | knew why: it 
just wasn’t time yet. We turned to face the crowd, 
who were waiting expectantly, their cheers dying 
down to soft murmurs. Looking around at everyone, 
something felt right. 

Before | knew what | was doing, | was speaking. 
“Thank you all for coming!” | said, my voice 
somehow carrying throughout the room, even 
though | didn’t have a microphone and the whole 
place was extremely crowded. “For those of you 
who don’t know me. My name is Fiona Augusto. For 
those of you who do know me, hi.” 

A few laughs were emitted from the crowd. 

“This is an amazing day,” | continued, “and | can’t 
tell you just how much it means to me that | get to 
spend it with all of you.” 

Every face, | could pick out of the crowd, grinned 
back at me. 

“Nice speech,” Aricia gained the attention of the 
entire room, looking contempt but at the same time 
as if she was suppressing a little sarcasm. “But it’s 
time we get this show on the road. It’s sunset.” 

She was right. The sun was beginning to set 
outside. 

Arica looked up at the ceiling and raised her hands 
in the air as if she were trying to hold an enormous 
invisible ball on top of her head. Her face was 
blank, but her blue-green eyes were sharp and 
commanding as she looked at me. | realized that 
she was waiting for me. 
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“She wants to summon Riria,” Zach spoke softly 
next to me, “you summon the dragon, while the 
rest of us sing.” 
| nodded, took a deep breath, and raised my right 
hand to meet Aricia’s-not knowing why. Aricia took 
my hand in hers, folding our fingers around each 
other’s and held my hand up higher as Zach led 
everyone else in the room in song: 
“Sky unfold 
Myth be told 
Tell one, tell all 
Sky unfold 
Myth be told 
Tell one, tell all 
Who can say what must be said? 
Who can reign supreme? 
Only one is worthy 
The only one unseen 
Creatures of the night 
She does not fear nor fight 
All of them turn to the light 
As she shows them her might 
Sky unfold 
Myth be told 
Tell one, tell all 
Now tell one, tell all 
Let the Myth be told 
Let the sky unfold” 
As they sang, | felt myself changing. It was a similar 
sensation to when | transformed into a creature, 
but the sensation was still different. | can’t really 
describe it. All | can say was that it felt like my 
body was going into a wave of cold and hot, all at 
the same time. My vision blurred towards the 
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middle of the song and did not let up until the end 
of the song. 

Then | saw them. 

Almost every land monster, | had a ‘tattoo’ of, 
crawled out of the shadows in the room. They fell 
out of the ceiling. They poured out of the walls. 
Some were climbing the ceiling and walls. They 
swarmed the room, making things a little more 
crowded, which shouldn’t have been possible with 
SO many on the ceiling. 

The people looked nervous, even terrified, as they 
saw the creatures. But no one screamed. No one 
ran. That seemed like a good sign, to me. 

Then | saw her. 

| saw the dragon lady. 

She had been hiding from me by hovering in front 
of her own image, on the ceiling. Her skin was 
white as a snowstorm. Her hair was blacker than 
night without moon or stars. Her lips and eyes were 
the same startling red color of blood. Her body was 
covered in dragon scales, in all the important 
areas, her scales being a surprising teal color. Her 
wings were scaley too, the same color as her 
scales, but resembled bat wings more than 
anything else. 

She just hovered there, in the center of the air and 
room, watching me with a better poker face than 
Zach and Aricia’s two combined. But | could read 
her eyes, even from that distance: she was curious 
about me. | dropped my hand from Aricia’s and 
extended it towards Riria, hoping | looked gentle 
and inviting instead of what | really was: scared out 
of my mind and unsure of what the Mythos | was 
doing. 
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Riria flew in towards me and took my hand in hers. 
She had soft hands, which surprised me because 
her hands were covered in her scales too. Also, her 
nails looked like wicked claws. | managed to meet 
her gaze, after a few heartbeats. Her eyes looked 
human, but her irises were shining blood red. How 
she gazed into my eyes felt like she was looking 
past my eyes and directly into my soul. 

“You're Riria,” | muttered, unsure how | could find 
my voice. “The true ruler of Oscela.” 

“And you are Fiona,” Riria replied gently. “The next 
one of my successors.” 

Her voice was soft but melodious as any instrument 
| could name. 

| inhaled deeply through my nose and let it out as 
quietly as | could. Every little sound seemed to be 
amplified by ten times. 

“| welcome you,” | told the dragon woman. 

She nodded to me, with a look that | could only 
guess was acceptance. 

“You have nothing to fear from me,” she assured 
me, “I can already see that you are a good choice. | 
will not test you today. Enjoy the party, young 
one.” 

| nodded as Riria let go of my hand and turned to 
Aricia, who grinned at her. Looking at the two scary 
monster ladies closely, their eyes confused me. 
Aricia’s eyes matched Riria’s scales, meanwhile, 
Riria’s eyes matched Aricia’s hair. It almost seemed 
like they had switched eyes, just to get a little more 
variety. That’s what | was thinking as the two 
embraced, and turning, wandered off out of view. | 
looked back at my people, who were just staring at 
me. | shrugged, not knowing what else to do. 
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“Alrighty,” dad’s voice broke the awkward silence, 
only shaking slightly, “let’s get this party started, 
shall we?” 

The music turned back on, and the crowd started 
getting noisy and dancing enthusiastically on the 
dance floor again. The monsters seemed to 
gradually mingle, careful not to startle anyone. 
They acted gentle. | smiled as | watched my people 
dancing. | didn’t join in myself because | wasn’t 
sure | should. Again, Zach and the others had 
prepared me to some degree, but we hadn’t 
covered this. 

Zach leaned closer and whispered into my ear, 
“you're in charge. Whatever you do, whatever you 
say, is completely up to you. Do what you feel is 
right.” 

| turned to look at him. He was looking straight 
ahead at the wall across the room. That look 
reminded me of when | first met him, back at 
school. There was a window across the room that 
Zach was Staring towards, where | could see the 
sun still setting behind the horizon. 

“What do you suggest?” | asked him. 

He turned to look at me and gave me some advice. 
“Don’t distance yourself from your people. The 
closer you are, the better you know them and their 
needs, the better you can care for them.” 

“So dance,” | summed up. 

Zach listed his head to the side, looking back at the 
window. 

After a few silent moments, he replied, “that and 
meet people.” 

“Huh?” 
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“There are a few guests here from out of the 
country,” he explained, following Chelsea and her 
tray of food moving our way with his eyes. “Some 
of them are ambassadors, while others are 
potential suitors. We have a handful of princes here 
tonight.” 

“Wait what?” | asked, not sure if | heard him right. 
“We have two Danish princes here,” Zach clarified, 
“the two of them are brothers, three years apart, 
but in your age range. We have a prince from 
Morocco, here tonight, also about your age. We 
have a Duke’s son here, from Great Britain, older 
than you but not too much older. And a few 
politicians’ sons here tonight.” 

| tried to process this new information. 

“Why didn’t you tell me about this earlier?” | asked, 
“| get the ‘need to produce an heir’ thing but that’s 
not till later, right? I’m not ready for that.” 

“You don’t need to produce an heir until later,” 
Zach agreed, “and Aricia being your descendant 
provides assurance that you will at some point. But 
it puts the minds of the people at ease to know that 
you're at least attempting to look at that, right 
now. You don’t have to marry anyone for several 
more years, but as long as they can see that you 
are attempting to date, they won’t panic and worry 
that we’ll have another Georgina.” 

| nodded. | could understand that. 

“So how does this work?” | asked, accepting the 
fact that | needed a boyfriend for show. “Just walk 
through the crowd, until | find guys my age to 
dance with?” 

Zach thought about it for a moment. 
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“If you want, | can inform your father to start up the 
Meeting Dance now instead of later.” 

| thought about it. “That could work,” | decided, 
“but then anyone could date me.” 

“Il think you'll be fine,” Zach replied, looking over 
the crowd, “besides, the more suitors you meet, 
the better chance you'll have of recognizing them 
later in the crowd.” 

“True,” | agreed with a nod. 

Zach tapped his ear a couple of times, looking 
directly at one of the guards. It was Agent Elizabeth 
Barton. She tapped her ear in reply and said 
something, but of course, | was too far away to 
hear. Still, | noticed Agent Douglas sneak up behind 
dad and tell him something. Dad frowned but 
looked over at me and nodded. 

Now, | should probably explain the Meeting Dance 
for you. The Meeting Dance is something only Estua 
has. At least, from my knowledge. | guess you 
could call it a cultural thing. Every Estuan, age 
fifteen and up-that is not married-can partake in 
the dance. The dance is performed at every 
celebration: weddings, birthday parties, 
coronations, etc. And depending on who is being 
celebrated, the dance will always adjust to 
accommodate the person being celebrated. 

That night, the dance would revolve around me. 

As the song currently playing came to an end, dad 
spoke into the mic. 

“Hey, guys and gals. Listen, | was just informed 
that we’re gonna speed up the meeting people 
phase, a little bit. So how does everyone feel about 
bringing out some moves in the Meeting Dance?” 
As expected, cheering rang through the room. 
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It was almost deafening. 
Dad always had a way with crowds. 
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Dance time? 

We got you covered. 

Leave it to us. 

We'll take care of everything. 

You just focus on the Princess and her suitors. 
We'll make sure everything goes smoothly. 
Or as smoothly as we can make it. 

Dancing is hard. 

Do we have to dance too? 

Nah, just watch and make sure no one is bugging 
the Princess who shouldn't be. 

Oh, ho ho-nope, not this time, Jake. 

This is my com set. 

What? Oh, fine. 

Talk later, work now. 

Jake, go tell the DJ we’re starting up the Meeting 
Dance. 

Yes, go tell him. 

Thank you. 

Need anything else, Zach? 

Just let us know. 

Okay, I'll shut up now. 

Bye. 
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Chapter 15: Why 
Must All the 
Ladies Be 
Dressed Like 
Brides? I Don’t 
Want to Think 
About It 


“That’s what I’m talking about,” dad spoke into the 
mic again. The lights in the room dimmed and 
multicolored lights moved over the crowd. “Now, 
we’re gonna play with this a little bit, see? It’s not 
gonna be the traditional dance. Nuh-uh.” 

Amused voices cheered in agreement. 

Normally, the Meeting Dance is a group dance. The 
gender of the person being celebrated would 
gather on the dance floor, wearing identical 
clothing-if possible-and dance as a group while the 
other gender somewhat chases them around the 
dance floor. If someone catches one of the dancers, 
the two must go on a date sometime soon after. 
The two could either stay on the dance floor and 
continue racking up dates, or they could exit the 
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dance floor and just begin to get to know their new 
dates. The dance continues for a few minutes, 
ranging usually anywhere between three to twenty 
minutes, depending on how long it takes before 
everyone is done dancing/finding a date. 

With me needing suitors, I’d have to stay on the 
dance floor the whole dance. Now, I’m not the 
worst dancer, but I’m not the best either. My 
dancing usually consists of roller skating around a 
room, while dancing with my arms. Zach and | had 
practiced dancing, a bit, the day before, but that 
had been mostly him. | couldn’t dance that well on 
my own. 

“Many of you know how | roll," dad spoke into the 
mic, "so let’s get to it. Where are all my skaters 
at?” 

People cheered and screamed. | smiled and raised 
my own hand. 

“Alright, alright, alright,” dad attempted to quiet 
the crowd, succeeding to varying degrees, “all the 
ladies planning to join in, go meet up with Hailee in 
that corner.” 

Dad pointed and the lights followed, illuminating 
Hailee who was in a corner of the room setting up 
white shoes on a rack. 

“She'll hook you up with your skates.” 
“Gentlemen,” dad directed the people’s attention 
back to himself, “once the ladies are all ready to 
go, you can go get your skates from Hailee. But 
ladies first.” 

Dad winked at me. 

Now skating, | could do for hours. 

“We’re skating,” | stated, “not dancing.” 
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“No, there’s dancing,” Zach replied, “just not as 
much as usual. It’s more of a chase than normal.” 
“Are you planning on keeping non-suitors away 
from me?” | asked suspiciously. 

Bianca hurried over to me and started fiddling with 
the hem of my dress as Zach replied, “only if you 
want me to.” 

| thought about it, not noticing just how much 
Bianca was changing my dress at the moment. 
“Can you send me the ones | need to meet?” | 
asked. 

Zach nodded and left my side. | looked down and 
my mouth dropped. My dress was no longer a 
dress. Bianca had changed it into a short, blinding 
white, strapless romper. My shoes were still heels 
until | clicked them together and they became 
roller blades. 

“This better for skating?” Bianca asked me, looking 
over her work. 

| nodded. “It’s cute.” 

She grinned back at me. “After the dance, I'll 
switch it back. Do you need anything else before | 
go help Hailee?” 

| shook my head. “Thank you.” 

She curtsied and hurried off. | looked over to where 
Hailee was handing out skates and noticed that as 
skates were put on, everyone’s clothing changed to 
match. All of the ladies were wearing white. Their 
clothes morphed so that the ladies wouldn’t be 
wearing long dresses that would get in the way. 
Some were now wearing rompers like mine, others 
wore short dresses, and some wore shorts with 
blouses. 
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We all looked like brides. To a degree. We didn’t 
have veils, but we did have hats. 

Owain brought mine over. It was a white baseball 
cap, bedazzled with a single silver paw print. The 
other girls putting on skates were getting them too. 
“It’s to try to hide your hair,” Owain explained, “if 
you want only a certain few to catch you, you can’t 
just announce it’s you. Your hair is a dead 
giveaway. Not that your markings aren’t.” 

| took the hat and put it on. It covered most of my 
hair and the back sort of grew to cover the rest. 
The bun included. | hardly noticed the hat was even 
on my head, save for the rim of the visor. 

The ladies began to gather on the dance floor, so | 
skated over too. Dad announced for the guys to go 
grab their skates as | came to a stop in the center 
of the dance floor. Looking around at the other 
girls, | could tell that finding me among the crowd 
would be a little bit difficult for all of the guys. | 
couldn’t help but smile at the thought. 

| searched the group of guys, gathering around 
Hailee, for Zach. | spotted him talking with a man 
who was wearing a very fancy suit. | guessed he 
was explaining the dance to him or something, 
trying to convince him to join in. Maybe the guy 
was a potential suitor for me. | didn’t know. 

The next thing | knew, Kelly was skating towards 
me. | looked around myself to see why and found 
that Judy and a few other guards were skating 
among us ladies, giving them lipstick. | turned back 
to Kelly to find her holding out a stick of lipstick 
towards me. 
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“We need to be able to locate them all afterward,” 
she told me, her pink hair falling out of her messy 
bun. 

| let her put the lipstick on me. | would have made 
a mess if | did it myself. | never used makeup 
because | could never put it on without looking like 
a box of crayons threw up on me. 

“What color am I?” | asked. 

Kelly pulled the stick away and checked. 
“Rainbow,” she replied, “like your hair.” 

“How is that not going to be a giveaway?” | asked. 
Kelly shrugged. “These sticks pick the color, not us. 
Besides, you’re fast enough to leave everyone in 
the dust. Anyone you don’t want, ditch ‘em.” 

| sighed as Kelly skated towards the next lady. 

“It’s not about want, it’s about the need to meet,” | 
muttered to myself. 

| searched the crowd of boys for Zach again but 
couldn’t see him. Only moments later, the guys 
began to spread out on the edge of the dancefloor 
ring, where they waited for the dance to start. | 
kept looking for Zach but couldn’t find him. | 
doubted that he had left the party. | knew that if | 
needed him, he’d be by my side in a flash. But 
where was he now? 

That’s when | spotted him by the edge of the ring, a 
few feet behind me. His eyes were on me as he 
spoke with a different guy, who was wearing 
something an actual skater might wear. | felt a little 
relieved that | had managed to locate him. Maybe 
he was so close to the edge of the ring because | 
needed to make sure he was close by. | don’t know. 
At least | could relax that he was close by and 
ready to run to my side in case | needed him. 
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Dad was still playing music, but not as loud as 
normal since people were still finishing gathering 
on the floor. But the music was about to get way 
louder. Dad picked his microphone back up and 
asked if we were all ready. The crowd screamed 
and dad grinned. 

“Ladies, let’s roll,” dad announced, and the music 
got significantly louder. 

“Born For This” by the Score was a perfect first 
song. | rocketed along the dancefloor, swerving so 
as not to hit any of the other girls. They followed 
my lead and began to skate. In seconds | was 
already rounding the first curve. | was surprised 
that the dancefloor was designed like a skating 
rink. | let myself feel the beat and become one with 
it as much as | possibly could. | began to spin, skate 
backward, sideways, flip, and semi breakdance 
while skating. The other girls wisely stayed out of 
my way. We kept skating. 

| guess it was my Mythos powers at work because | 
sensed the first guy before | saw him. | turned just 
in time to see Zach push a guy into me. The guy 
was blond with some stubble on his face, green- 
eyed, and fair-skinned. He wore a white dress shirt 
and black pants with his skates. He seemed 
surprised to have been pushed into me and was 
definitely not used to skates. 

| supported most of his weight while he struggled 
and stared at me. We weren't getting anywhere 
like that. As we began to round back to where Zach 
was, | kissed the guy’s cheek and let go of him. 
Zach pulled him back into the crowd before he 
could get trampled on anyone or anything, a 
rainbow imprint of my lips left on the guy’s cheek. 
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| continued skating. “Criminal” by Britney Spears 
began to play just as | felt a hand wrap around my 
waist, but this hand didn’t feel like Zach’s. | turned 
to see who it was. The guy holding onto me grinned 
when he saw my eyes. He was one of the guys | 
saw Zach talking to earlier. He was the one actually 
dressed to skate. 

His hair was dark and mostly hidden by his black 
baseball cap with the word DESTROY on it. He wore 
blue jeans with a red sweater wrapped around his 
waist, and a white tank top. He was good on skates. 
| grinned back at him and kissed him. | had a 
feeling he and | would get along just fine. He 
winked at me and let go, falling back into the 
skating crowd with my lipstick clear as day on his 
lips. | turned back around and kept skating. 

| kept an eye out for Zach, wondering who he was 
going to send me next. Not paying attention, | 
nearly crashed into three guys who were trying to 
support each other on their skates. | managed to 
swerve around them, but the closest one to me 
grabbed ahold. | picked up the pace, getting the 
guys more on their feet before | turned to see who 
they were. 

Each of the three was a different race, but they all 
seemed to be close. The one holding onto my 
shoulder had dark skin, frizzy black hair, and wore 
denim clothing. The guy holding onto him had 
lighter skin than his friend, with combed black hair. 
He wore a grey t-shirt under a red flannel with blue 
jeans. The guy holding onto him had even lighter 
skin, closer to my own, with brushed brunette hair 
like mine was before | dyed it. He wore a navy blue 
and white striped long sleeve shirt with jeans. 
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“What now?” the one holding onto me shouted over 
the music. 

| kissed him, then told him to let go. He shook his 
head. 

“You need to get them too,” he shouted, just barely 
audible with the music so loud. 

The other two hadn’t really caught me, so | wasn’t 
sure | could. But | nodded to the guy and, taking his 
hand, pulled him around me so that the other two 
would be pulled closer. As soon as the second guy 
was close enough, he touched me with his arm and 
| kissed him. He pulled the third guy closer. He 
grabbed onto my other shoulder, so | kissed him. 
The three of them now marked with rainbow lipstick 
somewhere on their faces, they grinned and let go, 
almost crashing into the crowd. 

| turned back around and kept skating, having to 
swerve So as not to hit anyone not used to skating. 
| had lost sight of Zach again, so | wasn’t sure 
where he was or what he was doing. When | 
spotted him, he was farther in the crowd, talking 
with two guys who were very much alike in 
appearance, wearing tuxedos. Zach turned and met 
my eye, lifted his hand in a semi wave. | guessed 
he was telling me not to let anyone else touch me. | 
already racked up five dates, more than | usually 
ever got. Then again, | was royalty now, so that 
was likely a factor. 

| skated the rest of the songs, dodging people 
entirely. A few guards, including Kelly and Judy, 
joined in the skate as dad announced that the 
dance was coming to a close, shortly. Only six 
songs in and we were already finishing up. | was 
used to at least ten songs or barely three. | wasn’t 
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even sweating yet. | guess people had been racking 
up dates like me since so many of us were still on 
the dancefloor. As the seventh song finished, dad 
lowered the music, announced that the dance was 
over and congratulated everyone on getting dates. 
Zach gathered the five | had marked as my dates 
and | could almost hear him telling them that they 
had caught me. The three friends all looked 
shocked. | guess they were more surprised than 
anything else. The other two seemed to have 
already known. 

| made my way back towards the throne area, 
where Owain was waiting for me. Hailee was 
gathering skates that people were bringing back to 
her. Bianca was making her way over to me so that 
she could change my dress again. Kelly and Judy 
were with the other guards, helping guide people 
around. It would have been a little chaotic, but the 
music dad was playing in the background made 
every movement feel smooth. 

| clicked my skates back into heels as Bianca 
reached me, while | reached Owain. She started 
fussing over my outfit as Owain told me, “You’ve 
collected seven suitors tonight. Two of which are 
Danish princes, both brothers. We'll set up an 
introduction in a little bit. But the ones you’ve 
rounded up during the dance are a little 
interesting.” 

“Interesting how?” | asked. 

“Well, for starters,” Owain replied, “the first guy 
Zachariah threw at you is almost entirely unknown. 
All we know about him is that he is not an Estuan 
resident and that his name is Darin. That’s all we 
know. He won't ta/k to anybody.” 
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“That’s helpful,” | muttered sarcastically. “Does he 
sign?” 

“No, my Princess,” Owain replied. 

“Less helpful,” | decided with less sarcasm. “Not 
even Zach could talk to him, then.” 

“Indeed,” Owain continued, “but the second date 
you got is better known.” 

“Who is he?” | asked, looking down at my dress as 
it reformed around me. 

“His name is Dae,” Owain replied, “he is Korean 
and is the son of a politician. He is close to your 
age, only a few years older. Also, he is well known 
to be a skater.” 

“There’s one connection, right there,” | nodded, 
searching for him in the crowd. 

“The other three are interesting,” Owain continued. 
| found the group of suitors with Zach. 

“How so?” | asked Owain. 

“All three are American,” Owain replied, his brow 
creasing as he typed on his laptop. 

“What's so interesting about that?” | asked, turning 
back to Owain. “Isn’t America our best trading 
partner or something?” 

“You've clearly never met an American,” Bianca 
muttered. 

“They're strange,” Owain clarified. “Anyway, the 
one wearing jeans is Liam. The one in flannel is 
Juan. And the one in long sleeves is Caleb. All three 
are just about your age. A year or two older at 
most. And we’re not sure how they got here. 
Perhaps they came with ambassador parents? 
We’re not sure. But they’re here now, so that’s 
that.” 

“Fun,” | decided. 
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“We're going to have introductions later in the 
night or tomorrow. Potentially both. It depends on 
how the evening turns out. We'll follow your lead,” 
Owain explained. 

| nodded. | was the ruler now. Every action that 
happened in the palace, not to mention the 
country, would now revolve around me. Most likely 
people were just hoping | wouldn’t get a hot head 
from thinking that the world revolves around me, 
because it doesn’t. Only Estua does. 


Everything looks good right now, Z. 

No unwanted people sneaking around. 

| don’t know about you, but | feel like little miss 
Princess should be dancing with her subjects. 
| don’t know. 

Just a thought. 

Doesn't have to happen-what’s that? 

Oh, okay. 

I’ll let her dad know. 

Let’s get him to play some good dance music. 
Just a sec-or, or you could do that. 

That works too. 

Whatever you want, Zach. 

Okay, I'll take care of it. 

Done and done. 
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Chapter 16: | Go 
Mythos and 
Everybody Is 
Staring 


People went back to partying. Real dancing, eating, 
drinking, etcetera. So did my new suitors. The 
Americans kept cheering every few minutes for 
some reason. Some people kept watching me, 
likely wondering what | was up to. | was busy 
talking with Zach, who had made his way back to 
me, while | was unsure what to do. 

“You’re doing fine,” Zach assured me. 

“Yeah, but what do | do now?” | asked again. 

Zach sighed. “You’re in charge, here. Whatever you 
decide, that is what we’ll do.” 

| wasn’t sure what | was supposed to do with that. 
Zach was being extremely unhelpfully cryptic. | 
needed to do something. | needed to move around. 
“You want to dance?” Zach asked, his face 
deadpanned as he stared across the room at 
nothing in particular. 

“What?” | asked, not sure | heard him correctly. 

He rolled his eyes and turned to face me, offering 
me his hand. | took it. Zach made eye contact with 
my dad, several feet away, and nodded. Dad 
nodded back and started reorganizing his music 
station. Mom was helping him. 
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“Alright ladies and gents,” dad announced into his 
mic, “you all know this one. Group Dance time!” 
The crowd cheered and applauded enthusiastically. 
Nonresidents of Estua looked a little lost but 
clapped politely as they looked around for help. | 
took a deep breath before letting Zach lead me 
back onto the dance floor. | could do this. | could, 
so long as | wasn’t the one leading. Which | 
shouldn’t have been leading, regardless. 

“Don’t worry,” Zach muttered just loud enough for 
me to hear, “I’ve got you covered. You won’t fall.” 

| nodded and turned to face him, now in the center 
of the dance floor. | did my best to ignore the 
curious stares and the pairs of dancers surrounding 
us as they gathered on the dance floor. | focused 
on Zach's eyes. Those silver-green eyes that were 
the only source of calm | could rely on. He took my 
right hand in his left and placed his other hand on 
my waist. | placed my free hand on his shoulder. 
Then the music started. “Salute” by Little Mix. Zach 
led me across the dance floor, a few two-step 
moves, changing into a little more cha-cha and 
then getting more and more complicated. A few 
spins and fancy footwork, dips and more footwork, 
twirling across the dance floor. Then he let go and | 
was suddenly in the arms of someone else. 

It was Dae. The Korean politician's son. 

“Hi there,” he grinned. 

| smiled back and let him lead me in some more 
fancy footwork. Nothing as complicated as what 
Zach had been doing, but Dae still had me moving. 
“One Woman Army” by Porcelain Black started up 
shortly. Dae spun me a few times, dipped me, and 
then released me into the arms of someone else. It 
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was Caleb; the American boy wearing a blue and 
white striped shirt. He looked surprised that he had 
caught me again. 

We did a sort of pretzel dance move with our arms 
as we spun around, then he passed me to Liam. 
The American wearing denim. | was having fun 
dancing. Dancing with Liam was more arm 
movements and that dance move thing where 
people shrug their shoulders like they're about to 
start punching. Still, it was fun. 

“Thrift Shop” (feat. Wanz) by Macklemore & Ryan 
Lewis began to play. Juan came up behind me and 
pulled me away from Liam, with his hands set on 
my hips. He was the American wearing a flannel 
shirt. Dancing with him was mostly just rotating 
hips and a few twirls. Not bad, but I’d had better 
dances. Not that it wasn’t fun. 

When “Move Your Body” by Sia began to play, Juan 
let go of me and a well-dressed young man about 
my age approached. He bowed, | curtsied. His hair 
was dark blond, his eyes silver-blue. He offered me 
his hand and | took it. 

“A pleasure to make your acquaintance, your 
highness,” he told me, “I am Noah, prince and 
Count of Denmark.” 

| smiled back at him. “I’m Fiona, Mythos Princess of 
Estua.” 

He smiled and led me in a fast-paced two-step with 
a few twirls and dips. Dancing with him was a lot 
more like dancing with Dae or Zach. It was fun. He 
passed me off with a bow to a somewhat older 
looking version of himself. Turns out, it was his 
older brother, Oscar. Also, a prince and Count of 
Denmark. 
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Oscar was just as polite, formal, and well dressed 
as his younger brother. His hair was a little longer 
than his brother’s and slightly darker. His eyes 
were a light brown. He bowed as he introduced 
himself. | curtsied. We danced as “Wildest Dreams” 
by Taylor Swift played. We spun more than 
anything else. We spun so much that Oscar spun 
me into Zach-who caught me whether it was 
purposely or not-at the end of the song. Oscar 
bowed to me before we parted ways for the night. 
Zach spun me back into the dance as “Survivor” by 
2WEI began to play. At first, the moves were slow 
and delicate, then sped up and grew extremely 
complicated. But somehow, | kept up. Zach spun 
me, flipped me, slid me along the floor, twirled me, 
and guided me as we flew across the dance floor. 
People actually moved out of our way; we were that 
intense. | have never, in my entire life, danced like | 
did during that song. 

We ended in a dip and cheering erupted in the 
room, making it very hard to hear anything else. All 
| could really make out over the noise was the 
sound of my pounding heartbeat. Zach pulled me 
back onto my feet and guided me back towards the 
throne, supporting most of my weight while making 
it look like | was walking on my own. Confession: | 
wasn’t. | was exhausted and trying to catch my 
breath, but | felt amazing. 

People went back to their normal partying as 
Chelsea hurried over to me with a tray of food and 
water that | downed instantaneously. | didn’t even 
stop to breathe. Owain, Hailee, and Bianca looked 
ready to catch me, but Zach was confident that | 
was fine. At least, from what | could see. With food 
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once again in my stomach and somewhat refreshed 
with air once again in my lungs, | was feeling 
better. Meanwhile “Castle” by Halsey played. 
Everything was amazing, when suddenly | was hit 
with a dizzy spell. Zach supported me as everyone 
turned to look. Me nearly falling could not have 
gone unnoticed. Zach, still holding me up, looked 
out of the windows where the sun was finishing 
setting behind the horizon. 

Dad died down the music as Zach spoke, now loud 
enough for all to hear due to the echoing of his 
voice. Or maybe that was just how | heard him. 
“It’s time,” he said. 

“What do | do?” | asked, staring at the fading last 
light of the sun. 

“Scream,” he whispered in my ear. 

At first, | was confused by what he meant. But as 
the sun hid from view, | could feel something wrong 
inside of me. It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t tickle. It felt 
like tiny insects were crawling all over me, coming 
from beneath and within my skin. | felt both hot 
and cold, my breathing suddenly becoming difficult 
for unknown reasons aside from uncomfortable 
amounts of pressure. Zach held me steady as | 
doubled over in a panic, holding me almost still, as 
| screamed. 

Panic and fear spread through the room like 
wildfire. | could sense it. | wasn’t sure how, but | 
could. My eyes rolled back in my head, my vision 
going dark for a split second before resurfacing. | 
wasn’t looking through my own eyes anymore. | 
was looking through the eyes of every monster in 
the room, every single pair of monster eyes, all at 
once. It was disorienting. 
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| watched in fascination at my own Self screaming. 
The tattoo looking images on my body glowed and 
sharpened into more detailed versions than ever 
before, making my exposed skin resemble the 
Sistine Chapel, but without all of the angels. My 
rainbow hair smoked and changed color at the 
roots, spreading to the rest of my hair, turning 
turquoise. Around my eyes, flames danced. 
Literally. 

It took a few moments, but the flames around my 
eyes died down to look like tattoos around my 
amethyst eyes, themselves. My dress smoked until 
it could no longer be seen. When the smoke 
cleared, my dress was no longer white. It was now 
silver, lined with crystals that resembled stars ina 
midnight sky. 

| inhaled a deep breath, no longer screaming and 
no longer having trouble breathing, as shadows 
flocked towards me. Surrounding me. | was inhaling 
them. Then they were gone. | closed my eyes and 
opened them to find that | was seeing out of my 
own eyes again. | exhaled deeply, inhaled deeply, 
and just breathed for a few moments, everyone 
staring at me expectantly with unease in their 
eyes. 

Zach was the only one still calm about what had 
just happened. Exactly what | needed. 

| looked up at the ceiling, where all of the 
Princesses of the past stared down at me. Almost 
next to the image of Georgina petting her 
hippocampus, | noticed, was me. My image wore 
the same dress | was currently wearing. She had 
the same turquoise hair. Her eyelids were not on 
fire, though, but they were smoky. Then again, all 
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of the other Princesses had smokey eyes, | just 
hadn’t noticed it before. 

The image of me stood tall and proud, challenging 
everyone with her intimidating eyes. My amethyst 
eyes. And standing behind her was none other than 
Aricia, grinning a cruel smile and wearing a black 
dress covered in red spiders. Aricia was my 
personal mythical creature. | would be summoning 
herthe most. One way or another. 

Having her as my Mythos creature could either be a 
good thing or a bad thing. | wasn’t sure. But | could 
fee/ that | would need her. Something down the line 
would require me to summon her. And her being 
the way she was, literally bloodthirsty, that could 
only mean that trouble was headed for Estua. 
Sometime in the future would be bad. But for some 
reason, | wasn’t frightened by these thoughts. | was 
calm and felt a rising sense of pride. 

| straightened my posture, held my head high, and 
smiled. | probably looked menacing now, but at the 
moment | didn’t care. | was now officially Mythos. | 
was now literally invincible. | couldn’t be harmed. | 
had little to fear. | was the me that | needed to be. 
Riria flew over to me, examining me with her blood- 
red eyes. Aricia flipped over, swinging on a large 
thread of webbing. Aricia grinned back at me, 
actually looking menacing. But despite my earlier 
fear, | was no longer scared of either of them. They 
were like me and | was like them. | was part of their 
sisterhood; their species; their kind. My kind. 

| was a mythical monster of my own kind and | was 
beautifully so. 

“Not bad,” Aricia grinned at me, “this could be 
fun.” 
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“| accept you as the Princess,” Riria told me, “you 
show promise of rising to be Queen, but | must still 
test you. However, | will not test you today. Take 
your place as Princess now. It is time.” 

| nodded, my smile never leaving my face. | could 
faintly hear “Born Ready” by Dove Cameron 
playing in the background, dad having died down 
the music before | began screaming. Riria extended 
her hand to me. | took her hand and let her turn me 
to face the throne, then lead me up the stairs. 

We stopped directly in front of the throne and 
turned around to face the crowd, who were still 
staring at me. | sat and Riria let go of my hand, a 
smile on her own face. Cheering erupted 
throughout the room, although every face except 
Zach's and the monsters’ were still uneasy. 

The rest of the night was a blur. | remember 
watching everyone go back to partying. | remember 
people meeting with me to congratulate me and/or 
just meet me. 

| remember sending all monsters, except Riria and 
Aricia, back to wherever it was that they lived when 
| wasn’t summoning them. | remember Riria 
explaining to me that without Aricia’s help, | could 
only summon one monster at a time until | became 
Queen-due to things just being the way that they 
are. And | remember Zach never leaving my side 
the rest of the night. 

| don’t remember when the party ended. | don’t 
remember walking back to my bedroom, or the 
shower, or climbing into bed. | don’t remember 
where my parents went after the party or where my 
monster sisters went either. 
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But | do know that my parents stayed in the palace, 
somewhere, that night. | Know that Riria and Aricia 
left for the forbidden tower, where they would 
sleep. And | do know that | took a nice warm bath 
after getting back to my room. 

| know all of this, even though | don’t remember 
any of it. | just remember drifting off to sleep, with 
Zach sitting on the sofa across the room. 

| don’t remember anything else until | woke up the 
next day. The day you and | met. 
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Soldiers are doing well. 

Jake is observing their progress right now. 

The Princess’s parents are enjoying rearranging 
the throne room into a semi-more permanent 
skating rink, so that skating parties can be a 
regular thing. 

They've agreed to stay in the palace for a few 
more days, before going back to their regular 
lives. Though they say they’Il be here the minute 
we need them back here. They’re more than 
happy to be here to support their daughter and 
do the music for celebrations. 

Bring them back for the Princess’s birthday party 
and becoming Queen ceremony? Absolutely. 
Bianca is working on more clothes for the 
Princess. 

Hailee and Chelsea are trying to keep the suitors 
lost and confused, in the palace hallways. That 
way the Princess isn’t overwhelmed by all of 
them at all times. 

Owain is researching as much as he can, in hopes 
of providing helpful information. He thinks he 
stumbled on some information about the missing 
island pieces. But he also says that he doesn’t 
have enough information to share any of it, just 
yet. 

The Spider and the Dragon are moving around 
the palace, scaring a few of the servants as they 
go. For the most part, they’re just hanging out 
with each other. 

All that said, everything looks good. 

So the Princess is still talking to the Japanese- 
American ambassador? 

How is it that two countries separated by 
enormous bodies of water and have been 
enemies in the past are now allied through this 
one woman? 

Then again, we as a country are united by one 
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woman, so | guess that somewhat answers my 
question. 

Whatever. 

I’m still curious, though. 

Anyway, gotta go. 

Keep an eye on the Princess, Zach. 


She may be out of physical danger, now, but she 
still needs your help. 

She’s as clueless as a baby. 

Nothing against her, just putting that out there. 
Alright, I’ll shut up now. 

Talk to you later, Zach. 
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Chapter 17: Tea 
with Veronica 
Moriyama, The 
Easiest Person to 
Confide In 


“That’s one interesting story,” Veronica replied. 

It was the first time she had spoken since Fiona had 
begun her tale, a few hours previously. 

Veronica was beautiful in a vampiric way. She was 
porcelain-skinned, with deep dark brown hair, 
making her look like the living persona of Snow 
White. Her eyes were hazel but appeared slightly 
browner at the moment. Fiona had noticed that 
Veronica’s eyes changed to be more of one color 
than the other, depending on what she wore. At the 
moment, Veronica was wearing a black backless 
jumpsuit that had a white collar around her neck 
that was holding the entire outfit up. 

“Eh,” Fiona replied with a shrug. “Yours is more 
interesting.” 

Veronica grinned. “I work in an agency bent on 
keeping people and digital devices alive. You’re 
soon to be Queen. I’d say yours is more interesting 
than mine.” 
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“Agree to disagree,” Fiona replied, taking a sip of 
her tea. 

“Very well, then,” Veronica took a sip from her own 
cup, smiling to herself. 

Fiona wore a glittering golden two-piece strapless 
dress with a silver chain necklace draping over her 
chest. Her now turquoise hair was draped over her 
shoulders. Her monster ‘tattoo’ images were 
sharply outlined against her fair skin. The flames 
had died from her eyes, making her eyelids look 
smokey and coated in a thin layer of ashes. 

“There is one thing that I’ve been wondering,” 
Veronica spoke up curiously, lowering her cup to 
her lap. “During your story, you seemed to just 
accept that you trust Zach. Not at first, but shortly 
after. Is it part of the connection he has to you? 
Does it work both ways, allowing you to trust him 
because you need to?” 

Fiona thought about it for a moment in silence 
before replying. “I don’t know. But you do have a 
point. Maybe the connection does work both ways.” 
She shrugged, still thinking about Veronica’s 
comment. 

“So,” Veronica ventured, “in the next upcoming 
days, Riria plans to test you to see if you are Queen 
material. More suitors are coming, in an attempt to 
win your hand in marriage despite you being just 
short of sixteen. Ambassadors, like myself, are 
coming to see what Estua has to offer. And two 
days from now is your sixteenth birthday.” 

Fiona nodded. “It’s crazy to think that all of this is 
happening within only a few short days. It feels like 
months.” 
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Veronica nodded. “I know the feeling,” she replied, 
seeming lost in thought. “I went from an ordinary 
girl to DP in the blink of an eye, just by going to 
school. Would’ve been even crazier; after school 
that day | had been debating on stopping by HEB 
for a chocolate run.” 

Fiona’s eyebrows creased. “What is HEB, again?” 
she asked. 

“It’s a store,” Veronica elaborated, with a wave of 
her hand to symbolize that this information was 
irrelevant. “The main thing is, | get it. Everything 
seems to happen at once and before you know it, 
the time has gone. Then, when you look back, it 
was only a short amount of time that felt like 
weeks, when it was only hours. Just like when | 
adopted my first daughter.” 

“Theresa, right?” Fiona questioned. 

Veronica nodded. “It was sudden, and everything 
was a mess at the time, but | wouldn’t change my 
mind. Everything that happened happened and so 
far, it’s been amazing. Despite the hardships.” 
“You face death at every turn.” It wasn’t a 
question. 

“Pretty much,” Veronica agreed with a nod. “But 
that’s old news. I’m used to it and so are the other 
DPs. Our main focus is on keeping everyone alive, 
though that’s harder to do on some days rather 
than others.” 

“You're not afraid?” Fiona asked curiously. “You 
don’t seem so.” 

Veronica smiled sadly. “I’m good at hiding it,” she 
confessed. “Over time, fear becomes nothing more 
than a little worry that can be pushed aside. But it 
takes practice.” 
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“How?” Fiona asked, “why?” 

“Why am | good at hiding fear?” 

Fiona nodded. 

“I’m the oldest of six kids,” Veronica explained, 
“I've been a leader my whole life. Whether people 
follow or not. Then | became a DP. Someone who 
protects two worlds, one of which almost no one 
knows about. I’m good at finding people who don’t 
want to be found. | became an adopted mother at 
seventeen years old. | moved to another country, 
where | started my own business, shortly after that. 
I’ve been trying to keep the peace and lower 
tensions between countries, as an ambassador, for 
not that long a time. | married in my early twenties 
to a man | only met because | chose to accept a 
world of crazy.” 

Veronica looked extremely serious as she spoke. “1 
have been crazy scared most of my life. But I’ve 
learned to put my fears aside and do what needs to 
be done. When you do that, you don’t have time to 
dwell on fear. It’s there, but it’s more like 
background noise. You only notice if you want to.” 
“Can you teach me how to do that?” Fiona asked. 
“How to not let fear take over?” 

Veronica smiled warmly at her, “not a problem.” 
Fiona smiled back. 

There was a knock on the door. Fiona didn’t get the 
chance to say “enter” before Zach opened the door 
and walked into Fiona’s bedroom. 

Zachariah’s hair was unkempt, as usual, like he 
hadn’t bothered to comb his hair. He wore his usual 
shoes, jeans, and a black t-shirt that had an 
interesting comment. Today’s shirt read: World’s 
Okayest Bodyguard. 
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“| love your shirt,” Veronica immediately stated. “1 
have a similar one, but mine says ‘World’s Okayest 
Runner.’” 

Zach looked down to read his shirt, grinned, and 
nodded a ‘thank you’ to Veronica. 

“Everything okay?” Fiona asked Zach. 

“You’re safe from your suitors and anyone else 
trying to chase you down, at the moment,” Zach 
replied with an amused smile, “though you will 
need to see them eventually.” 

“| know, | know,” Fiona waved away his comment, 
“I’m just not interested in boys right now. | want to 
just breathe, for a few minutes.” 

“As far as | can see,” Zach replied, “you've been 
breathing fine all day.” 

“You know what | mean,” Fiona retorted when a 
lightbulb seemed to go off in her mind and her 
expression lit up. “Anything else | need to know?” 
“You need to meet Riria in an hour,” Zach replied, 
growing serious as he spoke, “to talk about how it 
is that she recommends you rule.” 

“Fun,” Fiona muttered unenthusiastically, inhaling a 
deep breath before pouring herself another cup of 
tea and chugging it. 

“What am | supposed to do until then?” she asked 
sarcastically, “have a tea party? Already doing 
that.” 

Zach was quiet and looked over at Veronica. 

“We have a question for you,” Veronica told Zach. 
“| don’t know if the connection works both ways or 
not,” he replied matter-of-factly, “I don’t need to 
know it, so | don’t.” 

“Bummer,” Fiona muttered. 
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“Hey, what about that forbidden tower you 
mentioned?” Veronica asked Fiona, curiosity never 
seeming to leave her face. 

“What about it?” Fiona asked her, looking 
perplexed. 

“You want something to do to pass the time, right? 
Why don’t we go check it out?” Veronica 
recommended, “you need to meet a dragon lady in 
an hour. While we have some free time, let’s check 
out the oh-so-dangerous stuff.” 

“You really do love having a death wish, don’t 
you?” Fiona replied, staring at her from across the 
sofa. 

Veronica shook her head. “I’m just used to danger,” 
Veronica admitted, “plus | love exploring where 
most people don’t. I’d be perfect for a horror 
movie, though I'd give the worst reactions. The 
monsters at Fright Fest didn’t get me to do more 
than jump. And that was only once when the 
werewolf jumped at me. | like monsters too much.” 
“Fright Fest?” Fiona questioned, her eyebrows 
furrowing again. 

Veronica waved away the question with a slight 
elaboration. “Similar to what you described your 
amusement park did when you went. People like 
making things spooky for Halloween.” 

“One 

“Wanna check it out with me? The tower, | mean.” 
Veronica asked, “or at least point me in the right 
direction?” 

Fiona looked over at Zach. 

“Is this why you’re here?” she asked. “It is, isn’t it?” 
“| don’t know what you’re talking about,” he 
replied, suppressing a grin. 
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Fiona groaned and rolled her eyes. 

“Lead the way, Zach,” she muttered. 

She took another swig of her tea before setting 
down her cup on the coffee table. Veronica grinned 
as Zach nodded and opened the door. 

“One dangerous tower, here we come,” Fiona 
muttered to herself as she led Veronica and Zach 
out of the room. 

Standing at the edge of the stairs, staring at the 
trio, was a young woman who somewhat resembled 
Veronica. The woman had dark brown hair with a 
few blonde highlight strands. Her skin was 
extremely porcelain pale, with freckles dotting her 
exposed skin. Cat-eye glasses rested on her face. 
She wore a simple long sleeve black dress that hid 
her feet from view. 

“Another look-alike me?” Veronica asked aloud, 
confusion on her face. “I’ve already met two, 
though one doesn’t count,” she added. 

“Who’s she?” Fiona whispered to Zach. 

“| don’t recognize her,” Zach replied. 

The young woman grinned at them, winked, and 
vanished in the blink of an eye. 

“Well, you don’t see that every day,” Veronica 
decided before returning her focus back to the 
earlier subject, “let’s go check out that tower.” 
She proceeded to run towards the staircase. 

“You still want to do that?” Fiona asked, still staring 
where the mysterious woman had just been a 
moment ago. 

“Of course!” Veronica replied, “one weird thing 
leads to another weird thing. It’s just the way 
things are. Let’s go!” 

Veronica proceeded to run down the stairs. 
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Fiona turned to Zach. “That wasn’t a ghost,” she 
told him. “Or a vampire or any monster | could 
sense.” 

Zach shook his head. “Whoever that was, she’s 
dangerous,” he replied matter-of-factly. 

“To me?” Fiona asked. 

“To everyone,” Zach replied. “Don’t worry, I'll keep 
an eye out for her.” 

“Perfect,” Fiona muttered. 

She then proceeded to follow Veronica down the 
stairs. 

“Let’s go inside the forbidden tower,” she muttered 
unenthusiastically, “where there’s bound to be 
certain death, though that’s apparently not 
stopping anybody today.” 

“Don’t worry,” Zach muttered, almost to himself as 
he watched Fiona make her way down the stairs, 
“I'll protect you.” 

With that, Zach followed his Princess toward the 
forbidden tower, where unknown dangers lurked, 
and unknown secrets would be found. But that is a 
story for another day. A story for when the Broken 
Kingdom Unites and Oscela rises again. 

Until then, let the myth be told. 


The End 
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